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To  the  Right  Honourable 


H  A  R 


E  S 


Earl  of  Dorset  and  M id d lese x. 


Lord  Chamberlain  of  his  Majefty’s  Houfhold,,and  Knight 
of  the  Moil  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  &c. 


My  Lord, 

A  Young  poet  is  liable  to  the  fame  vanity  and  Indif* 
cretion  with  a  young  lover;  and  the  great  man 
who  fmiles  upon  one,  and  Che  fine  woman  who  looks 
kindly  upon  the  other,  are  both  of  them  in  danger  of 
having  the  favour  publifhed  with  the  firif  opportunity. 

But  there  may  be  a  different  motive,  which  will  a  little 
difimguifh  the  offenders.  For,  though  one  Ihould  have 
a  vanity  in  ruining  another’s  reputation,  yet  the  other 
may  only  have  an  ambition  to  advance  his  own.  And  I 
beg  leave,  my  lord,  that  I  may  plead  the  latter,  both  as 
the  caufe  and  excufe  of  this  dedication.  Whoever  is  king, 
is  alfo  the  father  of  his  country  ;  and  as  nobody  can  dif- 
pute  your  lordfliip’s  monarchy  in  poetry  ;  fo  all  that 
are  concerned  ought  to  acknowledge  your  univerfal  pa¬ 
tronage  :  and  it  is  only  prefuming  on  the  privilege  of  a 
loyal  fubjedt  that  I  have  ventured  to  make  this  my  ad- 
drefs  of  thanks  to  your  I'ordfhip ;  which  at  the  fame¬ 
time  includes  a  prayer  for  your  protedlion, 

I  am  not  ignorant  of  the  common  form  of  poetical  de¬ 
dications,  which  are  generally  rnade  up  of  panegyric, 
where  the  authors  endeavour  todilHnguini  their  patrons, 
by  the  fhining  charadlers  they  give  them,  above  other 
men.  But  that,  my  lord,  is  nor  my  bufinefs  at  this 
time  ;  nor  is  your  lordfhip  now  to  be  diflinguilhed.  I  am- 
contented  with  the  honour  I  do  myfelf  in^  this  epiftle  ; 
without  the  vanity  to  add  to,  or  explain^  your  lord¬ 
fliip’s  charadter* 

I  con- 


/ 
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I  ccnfefi,  It  IS  not  without  fome  flrugglmg,  that  I  be- 
hav  d  myfelf  in  this  cafe,  as  I  ought ;  for  it  is  very 
hard  to  be  pleafed  with  a  fubjeft,  and  yet  forbear  iu 
-But  I  chufe  rather  to  follow  Pliny’s  precept,  than  his 
example,  when  in  his  panegyric  to  the  emperor  Trajan, 
he  Nec  7mnus  conjidcraho  quid  aurcs  cjus  pati  poflint* 
quuni  quid  ‘Virtutihus  deheutuT, 

^  I  hope  1  may  be  excufed  the  pedantry  of  a  quota¬ 
tion  when  It  IS  fo  juftly  applied.  Here  are  fome  lines 
in  the  pnm  (and  which  your,  lordlhip  read  before  this 
play  was  afted)  that  were  omitted  on  the  ftage  ;  and  par- 
ticukrly  one  whole  fcene  in  the  third  aft,  which  not 
omy  helps  the  defign  forward  with  lefs  precipitation, 
but  alfo  heightens  the  ridiculous  charader  of  Forefight, 
which  indeed  feems  to  be  maimed  without  it.  But  I 
found  m^ylelf  in  great  danger  of  a  long  play,  and  was 
g.ad  to  help  It  were  I  could.  Though,  nouvithflaiiding 
my  care,  and  the  kind  reception  it  had  from  the  town  ; 

1  could  heartily  whh  it  yet  fi^orter  ;  but  the  number  of 
aitlerent  characters  reprefented  in  it  would  have  been 
too  much  crowded  in  lefs  room. 

This  refiedion  on  prolixity  (a  fault  for  which  fcarcc 
any  one  beauty  will  atone)  warns  me  not  to  be  tedious 

longer  with  the  trj* 

My  Lord, 


Vour  Lordfliip’fi  moft  obedient, 

And  moH  humble  Servant, 

WILLIAM  CONGREVE, 


prologue. 

Spoken  at  opening  the  New  Houfe. 

■  hujhandman  m  fvaln  reiie’vos  hh  toil^ 

:  To  cult  in}  ate  e  achy  ear  a  hungry  foil ; 

;  And  fondly  hopes  for  rich  and  getter ous  fruity 
I  When  what  Jhould feed  the  tree  denjour  's  the  root  : 

1  TE  unladen  houghs,  he  fees,  hode  certain  death, 
XJnlefs  tranfplatited  to  more  kindly  earths 
So,  the  poor  hujhands  of  the  f  age,  who  found 
Their  labours  loji  upon  ungrateful  ground. 

This  laji  and  only  remedy  ha<vc  proved  ; 

I  And  hope  new  fruit  from  ancient  focks  remand  d* 
j  Well  ?nay  they  hope,  when  you  fo  kindly  aid, 

?  Well  plant  a  foil  which yoiefo  rich  ha-vc  made, 
i  As  nature  gav.e.  the  world  to  matds  frji  age, 
i  So  from  your  bounty  we  receive  this  ft  age  ; 

!  The  freedom  man  was  horn  to,you*ve  refiodd, 

]  And  to  our  world fuch  plenty  you  afford, 

]  It feems  like  Eden,  fruitful  of  its  own  accorad\ 

j  But  fnce  in  Paradife  fail  fifh  gave  way, 

•f  And  when  but  two  were  made  both  went  ajiray  ; 

^  Forbear  your  vjondcr,  and  the  fault  forgive, 

!  If  in  our  larger  family  we  grieve 

i  One  falling  Adam,  and  one  tempted  Eve. 

\  JEe  who  remain,  would  gratefully  repay 
v'  Bloat  our  endeavours  can,  and  bring,  this  day, . 
i  The  firf -fruit  offering,  of  a  virgin  play. 

\  m  hope  there* s fomething  that  may  plcafe  each  tafe, 

'  And  thd*  of  homely  fare  we  make,  the feaf, . 

'  T'etyou  will find  variety  at  leafi. 
i  There* s  hutnour,  which  for  chear  ful  friends  we  got, 

'  And  for  the  thinking  party  there*  s  a  plot, 
kVe've  fomething  too  to  gratify  ill-nature, 
i  (If  there  he  any  here)  and  that  is  fat  ire, 

!  fhoffatircfcarcc  dares  grin,  *tis  grown fo  tnildy. 

Or  only  JheWs  its  teeth,  as  if  it finil'd. 

As  ajfcs  thijlles,  poets  mumble  voit. 

And  dare  not  bite,  for  fear  of  being  bit. 

They  hold  their  pens,  as  fveords  are  held  hy  fools ^ 
And  are  afraid  to  ufc  their  own  edge-tools. 

Since  the  Plain-Dealer*sfccnes  of  manly  rage^ 

Hot  one  has  dar\l  to  lajh  this  crying  age. 
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^his  time^  the  poet  o^jon^  the  hold  ejjay^ 

Tet  hopes  there's  no  ill-manners  in  his  play  ; 
A^id  he  declares  hy  me^  he  has  dejtgn'd  ^ 
j^ront  to  none^  hut  frankly /peaks  his  mind,  ^ 
And  Jhould  th'  enfuing  fcencs  not  chance  to  hify 
He  offers  hut  this  one  excufe^  *twas  nxsrit 
Before  your  late  encouragement  of  wit. 


DRAMATIS  PER 

MEN. 

Drury-Lane, 

Sir  Sampfon  Legend^  fa¬ 
ther  to  Valentine  and 
Ben  Mr.  Love. 

Valentine  in  love  with. 

Angelica  Mr.  Reddifh. 

Scandal,  his  friend^  Mr.  Palmer. 

Tattle,  a  half-witted 

beau  Mr.  Dodd, 

Ben,  Sir  Sampfon’s 
younger  fon,  de- 
fign’d  to  marry  Mifs 
Prue  Mr,  Moody.  ^ 

Eorrfght,  uncle  to  An¬ 
gelica  Mr.  Paiifons. 

Jereny,  fervant  to  Va¬ 
lentine  "  Mr.  Baddcley, 

Trapland,  a  ferivener  Mr.  Weftoh,' 
a  lawyer  Mr.  Keen. 

*  W  O  M  E  N, 


S  O  N  AS, 
Covent-Garden, 

Mr,  Dunftall.. 

Mr.  Lewis. 

Mr.  Hull. 

Mr,  Woodward, 

Mr.  Wilfoti, 

Mr.  Quick, . 

Mr.  Lee  Lewes, 
Mr.  Fox. 


Mifs  Sherman. 
Mifs  Ambrofe. 


Mifs  Barfanti. 


Angelica, toFore- 

light  IMifs  Younge. 

Mrs.  Forefght,  fecond 

wife  to  Forefight  Mrs.  ReddiQi. 

Mrs.  Frail,  Sifter  to 
Mrs.  Forefight,  a 
woman  of  the  town  Mrs.  Jefferies.- 
Mifs  Price,  daughter 
to  Forefight  by  a 
former  wife  Mrs.  Ablngton. 

Hurfe  to  Mifs  Mrs.  Bradftiaw. 

fenny  Mrs.  Simpfon. 

A  Steward,  Officers,  Sailors,  and  fcveral  Servants, 
The  SCENE  in  LOHDOH, 


Mrs.Mattocks, 
Mrs.  Pitt, 


Ill 

^  \ 

LOVE  for  LOVE. 


“Jhe  [ceres  beHveen  Scandalt  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ferejightf  in  aB  the 
tbirdf  Hiitb  many  other  lines  in  this  comedy,  marked  ’with  inverted 
commas,  *  thus,  are  very  judicioujly  omitted  in  the  reprejentatioTiy 
and  the  lines  printed  in  italics,  are  added  to  conneB  the  jeenes. 


A  C  T  I. 

SCENE,  Valentine  in  his  chamlcr  reading,  Jeremy. 
vjalting,  Several  hooks  upoti  the  table* . 

Valentine. - 

teremy..  , 

J  Jer.  Sir. 

Fal.  Here,  take  away ;  I’ll  walk  a  turn,  and  digeR  ■ 
what  I  have  read - 

Jer.  You’ll  grow  devililh  fat  upon  this  paper  diet, 

\_AJide,  and  taking  avoay  the  books^  . 
Val.-Pindi,  d’ye  hear,  ..go  you  to  breakfait — ^There’s  a 
.page  doubled  down  in  Epiftetus,  that  is  a  feaft  for  an 
emperor. 

Jer, ,  Was  EpitSletus  a  real  cook,  or  did  he.  only  write 
receipts  ? 

rah  Read,  read,  firrab,  and  refine  your  appetite; 
learn  to  live  upon  inftru<ftion  ;  feaft  your  mind,  and 
mortify  your  flelh  ;  read,  and  take  your  nourifiiment  in 
^at  your  eyes  ;  flint  up  your  mouth,  and  chew,  the  cud  . 
of  underftanding.  So  filpi6tetus  advifes. . 

yer.  Oh,  lord!  I  have  heard  much  of  him,  when  I 
waited  ujxin  a  gentleman  at  Cambridge.  Pray,  what 
was  that  Epictetus  ? 

/^al.  A  very  rich  man. — Not  worth  a  groat, 
yer.  Humph,  and  fo  he  has  made  a  very  fine  feafl: 
where  there  is  nothing  to  be  eaten, 

Ah/,.  Yci*. 
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Sir,  you’re  a  gentleman,  and  probably  under¬ 
hand  this  fine  feeding :  but,  if  you  pleafe,  I  had  rather 
be  at  board  wages.  Does  your  Epidtetus,  or  your  Seneca 
here,, or  any  of  thefe  ^joor  rich  rogues,  teach  you  howto 
pay  your  debts  without  money?  Will  they  fiiut  up 
the  m^ths  of  your  creditors  ?  Will  Plato  be  bail  for 
.you  ?  Or  Diogenes,  becaufe  he  underfiands  confinement 
and  lived  in  a  tub,  go  to  prifon  for  you  ?  ’Sb^e  Sir* 
what  do  you  mean,  to  mew  yfmrfelF  up  here  with’three 

or  four  mufty  books,  in  commendation  of  fiarvine  and 
poverty !  ^ 

Pal,  Why,  firrah,  I  have  no  money,  you  know  it: 
and  therefore  refolve  to  rail  at  all  that  have  :  and  in  thaj 
1  but  follow  the  examples  of  the  wifeft  and  wittiell  men 
in  all  ages ;  -thefe  poets  and  philofophers  whom  you 
naturally  hate,  for  juh  fuch  another  rcafon  becaufe 
thej  abound  in  fenfe,  and  you  are  a  fool. 

Jer  Ay,  Sir,  I  am  a  fool,  I  know  it :  and  yet,  hea- 

ven  help  me,  I  m  poor  enough  to  be  a  wit _ But  I 

was  always  a  fool,  when  I  told  you  what  your  cxpences 
would  bring  you  to ;  your  coaches  and  vour  liveries  • 
your  treats  and  your  balls ;  your  being'  in  love  with 
a  lady,  that  did  not  care  a  farthing  for  you  in  vour 
profpenty  ;  and  keeping  company  with  wirs,  that  cared 
for  nothing  but  your  profperity,  and  now  ivhcii  you  are 
poor,  hate  you  as  much  as  they  do  one  another.  • 

.  Well;  and  now  I  am  poor,  I  have  anopportu- 
mty  to  be  revenged  on  them  all;  I’ll  purfue  Angelica, 
vith  more  love  than  ever ;  and  apjiear  more  notoruiully 
her  admirer  m  this  reftramt,  than  when  I  openly  rivallt^ 
the  nd.  tops,  that  mmle  court  to  her;  fo  niall  mv  p“ 

verty  be  a  .nortiiication  to  her  pride,  and  jrerhans  nnke 
her  compaffionaie  the  love  which  has  principally  reduced 
me  to  this  lownels  of  fortune.  And  for  the  wits  I’m 
fure  I  am  m  a  condition  to  be  even  with  them _  ’ 

tha'S'';he'tr^’t!S. 

Ktl.  ril  take  fome  of  their  trade  out  of  their  hands. 

"'etcy  continue  the  tax  uiioii 
paptr ,  \  oil  don  t  menu  to  write  ? 

FaL  \  es,  I  do  ;  Til  write  a  play. 

Jer,  Heni^!-  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  give  me-a  fivall 

certificate  or  three  liucs-only  to  certify'thore  who.Tit 
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tiiay  concern  ;  that  the  bearer  hereof,  Jeremy  Fetch  by 
name,  has  for  the  fpace  of  feven  years  truly  and  faith- 
tully  ferved  Valentine  Legend,  efq.  and  that  he  is  not 
now  turned  away  for  any  mifdemeanor;  but  does  volun¬ 
tarily  difmils  his  mafter  from  any  future  authority  over 
him — 

No,  lirrah,  you  fhall  live  with  me  ftill. 
jer.  Sir,  ’tis  impoHible — I  may  die  with  you,  flarvc 
with  you,  or  be  damned  with  your  works :  but  to  live, 
even  three  days,  the  life  of  a  play,  I  no  more  expedlir, 
than  to  be  canonized  for  a  mufe,  after  my  dcceafe. 

F'aL  You  are  witty,  you  rogue,  I  fhall  want  your 
help  ;  —  I’ll  have  you  learn  to  make  couplets,  to  tag  the 
ends  of  adls.  D’ye  hear,  get  the  maids  to  crambo  in  an 
evening,  and  learn  the  knack  of  rhiming,  you  may  ar¬ 
rive  at  the  height  of  a  fong,  fent  by  an  unknown  hand,  or 
a  chocolate  houfe  lampoon. 

Jer,  But,  Sir,  is  this  the  way  to  recover  your  father’s 
favour  ?  Why  Sir  Sampfon  will  be  irreconcileable.  If 
your  younger  brother  fhould  come  from  fea,  he’d  never 
look  upon  you  again.  You’re  undone,  Sir ;  you’re  ruined ; 
you  won’t  have  a  friend  left  in  the  world,  if  you  turn, 
poet — Ah,  pox  copfound  that  Will’s  coffee- houfe  !  irhas 
ruined  more  young  men  than  the  K  oyal  Oak  lottery — No¬ 
thing  thrives  that  belongs  to’t.  The  man  of  the  houfe 
would  have  been  an  alderman  by  this  time  with  half  the 

trade,  if  he  had  fet  up  in  the  city - For  my  part,  I 

never  fit  at  the  door,  that  I  don’t  get  double  the  fiomach 
that  I  do  at  a  horfe-race.  The  air  upon  Banfiead  Downs 
is  nothing  to  it  for  a  whetter ;  yet  I  never  fee  it,  but  the 
fpirit  of  famine  appears  to  me,  fometimes  like  a  decayed 
porter,  worn  out  with  pimping,  and  carring  billet-doux 
and  fongs ;  not  like  other  porters  for  hire,  but  for  the 
jeft’s  fake.  Now  like  a  thin  chairman,  melted  down  to 
half  his  proportion,  with  carrying  a  poet  upon  tick,  to 
vifit  fome  great  fortune ;  and  his  fare  to  be  paid  like  the 
wages  of  fin,  either  at  the  day  of  marriage,  or  the  day  of 
death. 

‘  VaU  Very  well.  Sir,  can  you  proceed  ? 

*  'Jer,  Sometimes  like  a  bilked  bookfeller  with  a  meagre 
‘  tenified  countenance,  that  looks  as  if  he  had  written 
for  himfelf,  or  were  refolvcd  to  turn  author,  and  bring 

‘  the 
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*  the  reft  of  his  brethren  into  the  fame  condition  :  and, 

*  laftly,  in  the  form  of  a  worn-out  punk,  wdth  verfes  in 

*  her  hand,  which  her  vanity  had  preferred  to  fettlc- 

*  ments,  without  a  whole  tatter  to  her  tail,  but  as  ragged 

*  as  one  of  the  mufes ;  pr  as  if  flie  were  carrying  her 
‘  dinner  to  the  paper-mill  to  be  converted  into  folio 

*  books  of  warning  to  all  young  maids,  not  to  prefer 

*  poetry  to  good  fenfe  ;  or  lying  in  the  arms  of  a  needy 

*  wit,  before  the  embraces  of  a  wealthy  fool,’ 

Enter  Scandal. 

tican.  What,  Jeremy  holding  forth  ? 

The  rogue  has,  with  all  the  wit  he  could  mufter 
up,  been  declaiming  againft  wit. 

Scan,  Ay!  Why  then  I’m  afraid  Jeremy  has  wit:  for 
where  ever  it  is,  it’s  always  contriving  its  own  ruin. 

Jer,  Why  fo  I  have  been  telling  my  mafter,  Sir. 
Mr.  Scandal,  for  heaven’s  fake,  Sir,  try  if  you  can  dif- 
fuade  him  from  turning  poet. 

Scan.  Poet  I  He  fhall  turn  foldier  firft,  and  rather  de¬ 
pend  upon  the  outfide  of  his  head  than  the  lining. 
Why,  what  the  devil  has  not  your  poverty  made  you 
enemies  enough  ?  Mu  ft  you  needs  fhew  your  wit  to  get 
more? 

Jer.  Ay,  more  indeed  ;  for  who  cares  for  any  body 
that  has  more  wit  than  himfelf? 

Scan.  Jeremy  fpeaks  like  an  oracle.  Don’t  you  fee 
how  worthlefs  great  men,  and  dull  lich  rogues,  'avoid  a 
witty  man  of  fmall  fortune  ?  Why,  he  looks  like  a  writ 
of  enquiry  into  their  titles  and  elhites  ;  and  feems  com- 
iniffioned  by  heaven  to  feize  the  better  half. 

Eal.  Therefore  I  would  rail  in  my  writings,  and  be 
revenged. 

Scan.  Rail!  At  wdiom  ?  the  whole  w'orld  ?  Impotent 
and  vain  !  Who  would  die  a  martyr  to  fenfe  in  a  country 
where  the  religion  is  folly  }  You  may  Hand  at  bay  for  a 
while  ;  but  when  the  full  cry  is  againft  you,  you  flvan’t 
have  fair  play  for  your  life.  If  you  can’t  be  fairly  run 
down  by  the  hounds,  you  will  be  treacheroufly  ftiot  by 
the  huntfmen. — No,  turn  pimp,  flatterer,  quack,  law- 
yeiq  any  thing  but  poet ;  a  modern  poet  is  w'orfe,  more 
ierviie,  timorous,  and  fawning,  that  any  I  have  named  ; 
without  you  could  retrieve  the  ancient  honours  of  the 

name. 


II 
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!  name,  recall  the  ft  age  of  Athens,  and  be  allowed  the 
\  force  of  open  and  honeft  fatire. 

You  are  as  inveterate  againft  our  poets,  as  if  your 
I  dbara£ter  had  been  lately  expofed  upon  the  ftage — Nay, 
I  am  not  violently  bent  upon  the  trade — [One  knoch.^ 
Jeremy,  fee  who’s  there.  [Jeremy  to  the  door.]  But 
tell  me  what  you  would  have  me  do  ? — What  do 
world  fay  of  me,  and  my  forced  confinement  ? 

Sean.  The  world  behaves  Itfell',  as  it  ufes  to  do  on 
fuch  occafions ;  fome  pity  you,  and  condemn  your  fa¬ 
ther ;  others  excufe  him,  and  blame  you  ;  only  the  la- 
‘  dies  are  merciful,  and  wlfii  you  well ;  fince  love  and 
pleafurable  expence,  have  been  your  greateft  faults. 

Jeremy. 

Fal.  How  now  ? 

Jer.  Nothing  new.  Sir  :  I  have  difpatched  fome  half 
a  dozen  duns,  with  as  much  dexterity  as  a  hungry  judge 
does  caufes  at  dinner  time. 

h^al.  What  anfwer  have  you  given  ’em  ? 

Scan.  Patience,  I  fuppofe,  the  old  receipt. 

Jer.  No,  faith.  Sir  ;  I  have  put  ’em  oft'  fo  long  with 
patience  and  forbearance,  and  other  fair  words ;  that  I 
was  forced  now  to  tell  ’em  in  plain  downright  Englilh— 

,FaL  What? 

Jer.  That  they  ftiould  be  paid. 

Val,  When  ? 

Jer.  To-morrow. 

f^al.  And  how  the  devil  do  you  mean  to  keep  your 
.word  ? 

Jer,  Keep  it  ?  Not  at  all ;  it  has  been  fo  very  much 
ftretched,  that  I  reckon  it  will  break  of  courfe  by  to¬ 
morrow,  and  no  body  be  furprized  at  the  matter.-— 
\Knocking.]-—“ Agdim  !  Sir,  if  you  don’t  like  my  nego¬ 
tiation,  will  you  be  plcafed  to  anfwer  thefe  yourfelf. 

y'al.  See  who  they  are.  {-SavVJer.]  By  this.  Scandal, 
.  you  may  fee  what  It  is  to  be  great;  fecretaries  of  ftate, 
'prefidents  of  the  council,  and  generals  of  an  army  lead 
juft  fuch  a  life  as  1  do;  have  juft  fuch  crowds  of  vifi- 
tants  in  a  morning,  all  follciting  of  pad  promifes ; 
•.which  are  but  a  civiler  fort  of  duns,  that  lay  claim  to 
voluntary  debts. 

Scan.,  And  you,  like  a  true  great  man,  having  engaged 

their 
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their  attendance,  and  promifed  more  than  ever  you  in¬ 
tended  to  perform,  are  more  perplexed  to  find  evafions 
than  you  would  be  to  invent  the  honed  means  of  keep- 
ing  your  word,  and  gratifying  your  creditors. 

F 2I.  Scandal,  learn  to  fpare  your  friends,  and  do  not 
provoke  your  enemies  ;  this  liberty  of  your  tongue,  will 
one  day  bring  a  confinement  on  your  body,  ray  friend. 

E.7itcr  Jeremy. 

Jer»  Oh,  Sir,  there’s  Trapland  the  Scrivener,  with, 
two  lufpicious  fellows  like  lawful  pads,  that  would  knock  a 

man  down  with  pocket  tipilaves. - And  there’s  your 

father’s  ftew'ard,  and  the  nurfe  with  one  of  your  chil¬ 
dren  from  Twickenam. 

F'cil,  Pox  on  her,  could  fhe  find  no  other  time  to  fling 
iny  fins  in  my  face.  Here,  give  her  this,  [Gkft's  moniy.'\ 
and  bid  her  trouble  me  no  more  :  *  a  thoughtlefs  two- 
handed  whore,  file  know'S  ray  condition  well  enough, 

‘  and  might  have  overlaid  the  child  a  fortnight  ago,  ifVne 

*  had  any  forecall  in  her. 

‘  Scan.  What,  is  it  bouncing  Marger}',  with  my  god- 

*  fon  } 

‘  Jc7\  Yes,  Sir. 

‘  Scan,  My  blefling  to  the  boy,  with  this  token  [Gkfes 
mony.~\  of  my  love.  And,  d’ye  hear,  bid  Margery  put 
f  more  flocks  in  her  bed,  fliift  twice  a  week,  and  not 
‘  work  fo  hard,  that  fhe  may  not  fmcll  fo  vigoroufly. - - 

*  I  fliall  take  the  airfliortly. 

‘  V 7/.  Scandal,  don’t  fpoil  my  boy’s  milk.* — Bid  Trap-  . 
land  come  in.  If  I  can  give  that  Cerberus  a  fop,  I  fliall 
be  at  reft  for  one  day. 

Enter  Trapland  and  Jeremy. 

Oh,  Mr.  Trapland!  my  old  friend!  welcome'  ■■■  Je- 

remy,  a  chair  quickly,  A  bottle  of  fack  and  a  toaft _ 

fly - —a  chair  firfl, 

T7-ap,  A  good  morning  to  you,  Mr.  Valentine,  and  t<i 
you,  Mr.  Scandal. 

S<-an.  Ihe  morning’s  a  very  good  morning,  if  voii 
don  t  fpoil  It.  o  - 

Fal,  Come,  fit  you  down,  you  know  his  way. 

Trap.  [&/J.]  There  is  a  debt,  Mr.  Valentine,' of  i  roo,'. 
'ot  .pretty  long  Itanding - 

/V, 


VuL  I  cannot  talk  about  bufinefs  with  a  thirfly  palate. 
——Sirrah,  thefack.  . 

'^rrap.  And  I  deiire  to  know  what  courfe  you  have  taken 
for  the  payment  ? 

Faith  and  troth,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  you,— 
my  fervice  to  you, — fill,  fill,  to  honefi  Mr,  Trapland, 
fuller. 

Trap,  Hold — This  is  not  to  our  bufinefs  —My  fervice 

to  you,  Mr.  Scandal. - \_Drinks,'\ - 1  have  forborne 

as  long - 

Fnl,  T’other  glafs,  and  then  we’ll  talk.  Fill,  Jeremy, 

Trap.  No  more,  in  truth, — I  have  forborne,  I  fay - - 

Tal,  Sirrah,  fill  when  I  bid  you. - And  how  does 

your  handfoine  daughter  ? - Come,  a  good  hufband  to 

her.  \_Drinks. 

Trap.  Thank  you — I  have  been  out  of  this  money — 

P’^al.  Drink  firif.  Scandal,  why  do  you  not  drink  ? 

\Tbey  drink. 

Trap.  And  in  flrort  I  can  be  put  off  no  longer. 

J"al.  I  was  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  fupply :  it 
did  me  lignal  fervice  in  my  neceffity.  But  you  delight 

in  doing  good. - Scandal,  drink  to  me,  my  friend 

Trapland’s  health.  An  honefier  man  lives  not,  nor  one 
more  ready  to  fervc  his  friend  in  diftrefs  :  though  I  fay 
it  to  his  face.  Come,  fill  each  man  his  glafs. 

Scan.  What,  I  know  Trapland  ht:s  been  a  whoremafter, 
and  loves  a  tvench  fiill.  You  never  knew  a  whoreinafter, 
that  was  not  an  honelf  fellow. 

Trap.  Fv,  Mr.  Scandal,  you  never  knew - 

Scan.  What,  don’t  I  know  ? - 1  know  the  buxom 

black  widow  in  the  Poultry - Pool,  a  year  jointure, 

and  20,oool.  in  money.  Ahah  !  Old  Trap. 

k^a/.  Say  you  lb,  i’faith.  Come,  we’ll  remember  the 
widow  :  I  know  whereabouts  you  are.  Come,  to  the 
\\  idow - 

Trap.  No  more,  indeed. 

Ki/.  Wliat,  the  widow’s  health;  give  it  him - off 

with  it.  [Thiy  drlnl-.']  A  lovely  girl,  i’faith,  black  fpark- 
ling  eyes,  foit  pouting  ruby-lips  Better  fealing  there, 
tlian  a  bond  for  a  million,  hah  ! 

Trap.  No,  no,  there’s  no  fuch  thing,  we’d  belter 
mlnit  our  bufinefs-— Y'ouVe  a  w'ag. 
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Fa],  No.,  faith,  we’ll  mind  the  widow’s  bufiners ;  fill 

again - Pretty  round  heaving  breads, - a  Barbary 

fiiape,  and  a  jut  with  her  burn,  would  tlir  an  anchoret : 
and  the  prettied  foot  !  Oh,  if  a  man  could  but  faden  his 
eyes  to  her  feet,  as  they  deal  in  and  out,  and  play  at 
bo-peep  under  her  petticoats,  ah,  Mr.  Trapland  ! 

Trap.  Verily,  give  me  a  glafs - you’re  a  wag, . — 

and  here’s  to  the  widow.  [Drmks, 

Scan.  He  begins  to  chuckle  ; - ply  him  clofe,  or 

he’ll  relapfe  into  a  dun. 

Enter  Officer. 

Offi'.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen. - Mr.  Trapland, 

if  we  mud  do  our  office,  tell  us. - We  have  half  a 

dozen  gentlemen  to  arred  in  Pall-Mall  and  Covent-Gar¬ 
den  ;  and  if  we  don’t  make  hade,  the  chairmen  will  be 
abroad,  and  block  up  the  chocolate-houfes,  and  then  our 
labour’s  lod. 

Trap.  Udfo,  that’s  true,  Mr.  Valentine,  I  love  mirth, 
but  bufinefs  mud  be  done,  are  you  ready  to - 

Jer.  Sir,  your  father’s  fteward  fays  he  comes  to  make 
propofals  concerning  your  debts. 

FaL.  Bid  him  come  in.  Mr.  Trapland,  fend  away 
your  odicer,  you  fliall  have  an  anfwer  prefently. 

Irap.  Mr.  day  within  call.  \Exit  Offiiccr. 

Enter  Jeremy,  and  Ste^ivard^  ‘vcho  Kvhifpers  Valentine. 

Scan.  Here’s  a  dog  now,  a  traitor  in  his  wine  ;  firrah, 
refund  the  lack.  Jeieiny,  fetch  him  fome  warm  water,  i 
or  I’ll  rip  up  his  domach,  and  go  the  fhorted  way  to  his  I 
confc'cnce. 

Trap.  Mr.  Scandal,  you  are  uncivil  ;  I  did  not  value  ■ 
your  lack;  but  you  cannot  expedl  it  again,  when  I  have 
drunk  it. 

Scan.  And  how  do  you  espedl  to  have  your  money  j 
again,  when  a  gentleman  has  fpent  it. 

Fa!.  You  need  fay  no  more,  I  underdand  the  condi¬ 
tions  ;  they  are  very  h.ard,  and  my  neceffity  is  very  pref- 
fing;  I  agree  to  ’em.  Take  Mr.  Trapland  with  you, 

and  let  him  draw  the  writing - Mr.  Trapland,  you 

know  this  man,  he  fnallfatisfy  you. 

Trap.  Sincerely,  I  am  loth  to  be  thus  prelfing,  but 
my  nccelfity - 

Vrt/.  No  apology,  good  Mr.  Scrivener,  you  fhall  be  paid. 

Trai>% 
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7rap.  I  hope  you  forgive  me,  my  buhnefs  requires — 

[^  Exeunt  Jeremy  and  ISte^ward,- 
Scan.  He  begs  pardon  like  a  hangman  at  an  execution. 
y ah  But  I  have  got  a  reprieve. 

Scan,  1  am  furprized  ;  what  does  your  father  relent  ? 
yah  No  j  he  has  fent  me  the  hardeft  conditions  in  the 
world.  You  have  heard  of  a  booby-brother  of  mine, 
that  was  feat  to  fea  three  years  ago  :  this  brother,  my 
father  hears,  is  landed  ;  whereupon  he  very  afteftionate- 
ly  lends  me  word,  if  I  will  make  a  deed  of  conveyance* 
of  my  right  to  his  ellate  after  his  death,  to  my  youngei 
brother,  he  will  immediately  furniHi  me  with  four  thou- 
fand  pounds  to  pay  mv  debts,,  and  make  my  fortune.  This 
was  once  propofed  before,  and  I  refufed  it ;  but  the  pre- 
fent  impatience  of  my  creditors  for  their  money,  and  my 
owm  impatience  of  confinement,  and  ab fence  from  An¬ 
gelica,  force  me  to  confent. 

Scan.  A  very  defperate  demonllration  of  your  love  to 
Angelica  :  and,  I  think,  Ihe  has  never  given  you  any 
afiurance  of  hers. 

yah  You  know  her  temper  ;  flie  never  gave  me  any 
great  reafon  either  for  hope  ordefpair. 

Scan.  Women  of  her  airy  temper,  as  they  feldom  think 
before  they  a6l,  fo  they  rarely  give  us  any  light  to  guefs 
at  what  they  mean  :  but  you  have  little  reaion  to  believe 
that  a  woman  of  this  age,  who  has  had  an  indifterence 
for  you  in  your  profperity,  will  fall  in  love  with  \  our  ill 
fortune  ;  befides,  Angelica  has  a  great  fortune  of  her 
own  j  and  great  fortunes  either  exped  another  great  for¬ 
tune,  or  a  Tool. 

E^n^er  Jeremy, 

More  misfortunes.  Sir. 

yah  What  another  dun  ? 

fcr.  No,  Sir,  but  Mr.  Tattle  is  come  to  wait  upon 
you. 

yah  Well,  I  can’t  help  it - you  mull:  bring  him. 

up  ;  he  knows  I  don’t  go  abroad*  [Ex/h  Jeremy. 

Scan.  Pox  on  him,  I’ll  be  gone. 

ya/.  No,  pr’ythee  flay  :  d’attle  and  you  fliould  never 
be  afiihder;  you  are  light  and  fhadow,  and  flicw  one 
another ;  he  is  perfedly  thy  reverfe  both  in  humour  and 

B  2  under-- 
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imderftanding  ;  and  as  you  fet  up  for  defam.ation,  he  is 
a  mender  of  reputations. 

Scan,  A  mender  of  reputations !  ay,  juft  as  he  is  a 
keeper  of  fecrets,  another  virtue  that  he  fets  up  for  in 
the  fame  manner.  For  the  rogue  will  fpeak  aloud  in  the 
pofture  of  a  vvhifper;  and  deny  a  woman’s  name,  while 
he  gives  you  the  marks  of  her  peiion  :  he  will  forfvvear 
receiving  a  letter  from  her,  and  at  the  fame  time  fliew 
you  her  hand  in  the  fuperfcription  :  and  yet  perhaps  he 
has  counterfeited  the  hand  too,  and  fworn  to  a  truth  ; 

‘  but  he  hopes  not  to  be  believed  ;  and  refufes  the  repu- 
‘  ration  of  a  lady’s  favour,  as  a  dodtor  fays,  no',  to  a 

*  biflioprick,  only  that  it  may  be  granted  him.’ - In 

fliort,  he  is  a  public  proteffor  of  fecrecy,  and  makes  a 
proclamation  that  he  holds  private  intelligence. — He’s 
here. 

Enter  Tattle. 

Tat,  Valentine,  good -m  or  row ;  Scandal,  I  am  yours 
—•that  is  when  you  fpeak  well  of  me. 

Scan,  That  is,  when  I  am  yours;  for  while  I  am  my 
own,  or  any  body’s  elfe,  that  will  never  happen. 

Tat.  How  inhuman. 

yah  V'hy,  Tattle,  you  need  not  be  much  concerned 
at  any  thing  that  he  fays  :  for  to  converfe  with  Scandal, 
is  to  play  at  Lofing  Loadum  ;  you  muft  lofe  a  good 
name  to  him,  before  you  can  win  it  foryourfelf. 

Tat.  But  how  barbarous  that  is,  and  how  unfortunate 
'for  him,  that  the  world  fhall  think  the  Irettcrof  any  per- 
fon  for  his  calumniation  ! - 1  thank  heaven,  it  has  al¬ 

ways  been  a  part  of  my  charader,  to  handle  the  reputa¬ 
tions  of  others  very  tenderly  indeed. 

Scan.  Ay,  fuch  rotten  reputations  as  you  have  to  deal 
with,  are  to  be  handled  tenderly  indeed. 

Tat.  Nay,  but  why  rotten?  Why  ftiould  you  fay, 
rotten,  when  you  know  not  the  peribns  of  whom  you, 
fpeak  }  How  cruel  that  is  ? 

Scan.  Not  know ’em  Why,  thou  never  had’ft  to  do 
with  any  body  that  did  not  ftink  to  all  the  town. 

Tat.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ;  nay,  now  you  make  a  jeft  of  it 
indeed.  For  there  is  nothing  more  known,  than  that  no- 
Ludy  knows  any  thing  of  that  nature  of  me.  As  1  hope 

to 
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to  be  faved,  Valentine,  I  never  expofed  a  woman,  lines 
I  knew  what  woman  was. 

F'al.  And  yet  you  have  converfed  with  feveral. 

Tat.  To  be  li  ce  with  you,  I  have - 1  don’t  care  if  I' 

own  that — Nay,  more,  (I’m  going  to  fay  a  bold  word 
now)  I  never  could  meddle  with  a  woman,  that  had  to 
do  with  any  body  elfe. 

Scan.  How  ! 

P^6il.  Nay,  faith,  I’m  apt  to  believe  him.. - Except 

her  buiband,  'fattle. 

Ta't.  Oh,  that - 

Scan.  What  think  you  of  that  noble  commoner,  IMrs, 
Drab  ? 

Tat.  Pooh,  I  know  Madam  Drab  has  made  her  brags 
in  three  or  four  places,  that  I  faid  this  and  that,  and  writ 
to  her,  and  did  I  know  not  what — But,  upon  my  repu¬ 
tation,  llie  did  me  wrong — Well,  well,  that  was  malice 
— But!  know  the  bottom  of  it.  She  was  bribed  to  that 
by  one  we  all  know — A  man  too.  Only  to  bring  me  into 
difgracewith  a  certain  woman  of  quality - 

Scan.  Whom  we  all  know. 

Tat.  No  matter  for  that - Yes,  yes-,  every  body 

knows — no  doubt  on’t,  every  body  knows  my  iecrets — 
But  I  foon  fatisfied  the  lady  of  my  innocence  ;  for  I  told 

her - Madam,  fays  I,  there  are  fome  perfons  who 

make  it  their  bulinefs  to  tell  dories,  and  fay  this  and  that 
of  one  and  t’other,  and  every  thing  in  the  world  \  and,, 
fays  I,  if  your  grace - 

Scan.  Grace  ! 

T rt/.  Oh,  lord,  what  have  I  faid  ?  My  unlucky  tont^uc  ’ 

Fal.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Scan.  Why,  Tattle,  thou  had  more  impudence  than  one* 
can  in  reafon  expedl :  I  fhall  have  an  edeem  for  thee ; 
well,  and,  ha,  ha,  ha  j  well,  go  on,  and  what  did  you 
fay  to  her  grace  ? 

Val.  I  contefs  this  is  fomething  extraordinary.. 

Tat.  Not  a  word,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved  ;  an  arrant 
lapfus  linguce - Come,  let’s  talk  of  fomething  elfe. 

Fal.  Well,  but  how  did  you  acquit  yourfelf  ? 

Tat.  Pooh,  pooh,  nothing  at  all,  I  only  rallied  with 
you — a  woman  of  ordinary  rank  was  a  little  jealous  of 
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me,  and  I  told  her  fomething  or  other,  faith — I  know 

not  what - Come,  let’s  talk  of  fomething  elfe. 

[Hums  a  fovg. 

Scan.  Hang  him,  let  him  alone,  he  has  a  mind  we 
fl'.oiild  enquiie. 

Taf.  Valentine,  I  fupped  lad  night  with  your  millrefs, 
and  her  uncle,  old  Forelight.  I  thmk  your  lather  lies  at 
Forelight’s. 
f'^al.  Yes. 

Tai.  Upon  my  foul  Angelica’s  a  fine  woman — And  fo 
13  Mrs.  Forefight,  and  her  filler  Mrs.  Frail. 

Seen,  Yes,  Mrs.  Frail  is  a  very  fine  woman,  we  all 
know  her. 

Tat.  Oh,  that  is  not  fair. 

Scan,  What  ? 

Tat.  To  tell. 

Scan.  To  tell  what  ?  Why,  what  do  you  know  of  Mrs. 
Frail  ? 

Tat.  Who,  I  ?  Upon  honour  I  don’t  know  whether 
fhe  be  man  or  woman  ;  but  by  the  fmoothnefs  ot  her 
chin,  and  roundnefs  of  her  hips. 

Scan,  No  ! 

Tat.  No. 

Scan,  She  fays  otherwife.' 

Tat.  Impolfible  ! 

Scan.  Yes,  faith.  Aik  Valentine  elfe. 

Tat.  "Why  then,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved,  I  believe  a 
woman  only  obliges  a  man  to  fecrecy,  that  Hie  may  have 
the  plealure  of  telling  herfelh 

Scan.  No  doubt  on’t.  Well,  but  has  file  done  you 
wrong,  or  no  ?  You  have  had  her  ?  Ha  ! 

Tat.  Though  I  have  more  honour  than  to  tell  firfl ;  I 

O 

have  more  manners  than  to  contradidl  what  a  lady  has 
declared. 

Scan.  Well,  you  own  it  ? 

Tat.  I  am  fir.mgely  furprifed  !  Yes,  yes,  I  can’t  de¬ 
ny ’t,  if  file  taxes  me  with  it. 

Scan.  She’ll  be  here  by  and  by,  flie  fees  Valentine 
every  mornmg. 

Tat.  Flow  I 

Hal.  She  does  me  the  favour — I  mean  of  a  vifitfomc- 
times.  I  did  not  think  fiie-had  granted  more  to  any  body. 
Scan.  Nor  I  faith — But  Tactic  does  not  u[e  to  belie  a 
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I  lady;  it  is  contrary  to  his  charadler — How  one  may  be 
I  deceived  in  a  woman,  Valentine  ! 

;  ^Tat.  Nay,  what  do  you  mean,  gentlemen  ? 

!  i^can.  I’m  relblved  i’ll  alk  her. 

i  S[at,  Oh,  barbarous!  Why  did  you  not  tell  me— — 

]  IScan .  No,  you  told  us. 

'"iat.  And  bid  me  afk  Valentine  ? 

Val.  What  did  I  fay  ?  I  hope  you  won’t  bring  me  to 
coniefs  an  anfwer,  when  you  never  alk’d  me  the  quef- 
tion  ? 

Tat,  But,  gentlemen,  this  is  the  mod  inhuman  pro¬ 
ceeding. 

Fal,  Nay,  if  you  have  known  Scandal  thus  long,  and 
cannot  avoid  fuch  a  palpable  decoy  as  this  was,  the  la¬ 
dies  have  a  fine  time,  whofe  reputations  are  in  your  keep¬ 
ing. 

Knter  Jeremy. 

Jer,  Sir,  Mrs.  Frail  has  fent  to  know  if  you  are  dir- 

.  - 

f^al.  Shew  her  up  when  die  comes.  \E.xit  Jer. 

Tat.  I’ll  be  gone. 

Val,  You’ll  meet  her. 

Tat,  Is  there  not  a  back  way  } 

Val,  If  there  were,  you  have  more  diferetion  than  to 
give  Scandal  fuch  an  advantage ;  why,  your  running 
away  will  prove  all  that  he  can  tell  her. 

Tat,  Scandal,  you  will  not  be  fo  ungenerous — Oh,  I 
fliall  lofe  my  reputation  offecrecy  for  ever  ! — I  fliall  ne¬ 
ver  be  received  but  upon  public  days  ;  and  my  vifits  wdl 
never  be  admitted  beyond  a  drawing-room  :  I  fhall  ne¬ 
ver  fee  a  bed-chamber  again  ;  never  be  lock’d  in  a  clofer, 
nor  run  behind  a  fereen,  or  under  a  table  ;  never  be  dif- 
tinguidi’d  among  the  waiting-women  by  the  name  of 
trudy  Mr.  Tattle  more — You  will  not  be  fo  cruel. 

Val,  Scandal,  have  pity  on  him  :  he’ll  yield  to  any 
conditions. 

Tat,  Any,  any  terms. 

Scan.  Come  then,  facrifice  half  a  dozen  women  of 

good  reputation  to  me  prefently - Come,  where  are 

you  familiar  r - And  fee  that  they  are  women  of  qua¬ 
lity  too,  the  fird  quality - 

Tat,  ’Tis  very  hard - Won’t  a  baronet’s  lady  pa^s  ? 

Scatty 
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Scan,  No,  nothing  under  a  right  honourable. 

7af.  Oh,  inhuman  !  You  don’t  expecfl  their  names. 

Scan.  No,  their  titles  fliall  ferve. 

Tat.  Alas,  that’s  the  lame  thing.  Pray  fpare  me  their 
titles  ;  I’jl  deferibe  their  perlbns. 

Scan.  Well,  begin  then  :  but  take  notice,  if  you  are 
fo  ill  a  painter,  that  1  cannot  know  the  perfon  by  your 
piflure  of  her,  you  mull:  be  condemned,  like  other  bad 
painters,  to  write  the  name  at  the  bottom. 

Tat.  Well,  firft  then — the  countefs  of Oh,  unfor¬ 
tunate  !  file’s  come  already.  Will  youdiave  patience  till 
another  time  r — I’ll  double  the  number. 

i'^can.  Well,  on  that  condition — Take  heed  you  don’t 
fail  me. 

Enter  Mrs.  Frail. 

Mrs.  Fra.  I  fliall  get  a  fine  reputation,  by  coming  to 
fee  fellows  in  a  morning.  Scandal,  you  devil,  are  you 
here  too  ? — Oh,  Mr.  1  attle,  every  thifig  is  fafe  with 
you,  we  know. 

Scan.  I’aftle. 

Tat.  Mum — Oh,  Madam,  you  do  me  too  much  ho» 
Hour. 

Eal.  Well,  lady  galloper,  how  does  Angelica 

Mrs.  Fra.  Angelica  !  manners  ! 

Val.  What,  you  will  allow  an  abfent  lover-’— - 

Mrs.  Fra,  No,  I’ll  allow  a  lover  prefent  with  his  mif- 
trefs  to  be  particular :  but  otherwife  I  think  his  paffioa 
ought  to  give  place  to  his  manners. 

E 'll.  But  what  if  he  has  more  palTion  than  manners  ?  • 

Mrs.  Fra.  Then  let  him  marry  and  reform, 

P~al.  Marriage,  indeed,  may  qualify  the  fury  of  his 
pafiion,  but  it  very  rarely  mends  a  man’s  manners. 

Mrs.  Fra,  You  are  the  mofi;  mifiaken  in  the  world  : 
there  is  no  creature  perfet^Ily  civil,  but  a  huiband  ;  for 
in  a  little  time  he  grows  only  rude  to  his  wife,  and  that 
IS  thehighefl-  good  breeding,  for  it  begets  his  civility  to 
other  people.  Well,  I’ll  tell  you  news  ;  but  I  luppofe 
you  hear  your  brother  Benjamin  is  landed  ;  and  my  bro¬ 
ther  Forejjgiit’s  daughter  is  come  out  of  the  country - 

I  affui'cfv  ou  there’s  a  match  talk’d  of  by  the  old  people  — 
Well,  li:  he  be  but  us  a  g>eat  fea-beall,  as  flie  is  a  land- 
moniler,  we  fhall  have  a  moil  amphibious  breed - The 
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progeny  will  be  all  otters :  he  has  been  bred  at  fea,  and 
j  fhe  has  never  been  out  of  the  country. 

Val.  Pox  take  ’em,  their  conjun6tlon  bodes  me  no 
I  good,  I’m  fure. 

'  Mrs.  Fra,  Now  you  talk  of  conjundion,  my  brother 
i  Forelight  has  call  both  their  nativities,  and  prognoflicates 
j  an  admiral  and  an  eminent  juftice  of  the  peace  to  be  the 
ifllie-male  of  their  two  bodies.  ’Tis  the  moll:  faperftitious 
old  fool !  He  would  have  perfuaded  me,  that  this  was  an 
unlucky  day,  and  would  not  let  me  <ppme  abroad  :  but  I 
invented  a  dream,  and  lent  him  to  Arteniedorus Tor  inter¬ 
pretation,  and  foKtole  out  to  fee  you.  Well,  and  what 
t  will  you  give  me  now  ?  Come,  I  mull  have  fomething. 

!  Fal.  Step  into  the  next  room - and  I’ll  give  you 

i  fomething. 

^can.  Ay,  we’ll  all  give  you  fomething. 

'  Mrs.  Fra.  Well,  what  will  you  all  give  me  ? 

VaL  Mine’s  a  fecret. 

'  Mrs.  Fra,  I  thought  you  would  give  me  fomething 
I  that  would  be  a  trouble  to  you  to  keep. 

Val,  And  Scandal  lliall  give  you  a  good  name. 

Mrs.  Fra.  That’s  more  than  he  has  for  himfelf.  And 
what  will  you  give  me,  Mr.  Tattle  } 

Tat.  I  ?  My  foul,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Fra.  Pooh,  no,  I  thank  you,  I  have  enough  to 
do  to  take  care  of  my  own.  Well ;  but  I'll  come  and 
fee. you  one  of  thefe  mornings :  I  hear  you  have  a  great 
many  pictures. 

Tat.  I  have  a  pretty  good  collection  at  your  fervice  ; 
fomc  originals. 

Scan.  Hang  him,  he  has  nothing  but  the  Seafons  and 
the  twelve  Caefars,  paltry  copies ;  and  the  Five  Senfes, 
as  ill  reprefented  as  they  are  in  himfelf;  and  he  himfelf 
is  the  only  original  you  will  fee  there. 

Mrs.  Fra.  Ay,  but  I  hear  he  has  a  clofet  of  beauties. 

Scan.  Yes,  all  that  have  done  him  favours,  if  you  will 
believe  him. 

Mrs.  Fra,  Ay,  let  me  fee  thofe,  Mr.  Tattle. 

Tat.  Oh,  Madam,  thofe  are  facred  to  love  and  con¬ 
templation.  No  man  but  the  painter  and  myfelf  was! 
ever  blell  with  the  light. 

Mrs.  Well,  but  a  woman— 

Tat. 
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Tat,  Nor  woman,  till  (he  con  Tented  to  have  her  pic¬ 
ture  there  too — lor  then  llie’s  obliged  to  keep  the  iccret. 

Scan.  No,  no,  come  to  me  if  you’d  fee  pidures. 

Mrs.  Vra.  You  ! 

Scan.  Yes,  faith,  I  can  fliew  you  your  own  pi(fture,  and 
moft  of  your  acquaintance  to  the  life,  and  as  like  as  at 
Kneller’s. 

Mrs.  Oh,  lying  creature - Valentine,  does  not 

he  lie  ? - 1  can’t  believe  a  word  he  fays. 

Val.  No,  indeed,  he  fpeaks  truth  now  :  for  as  Tattle 
has  pidlures  of  all  that  have  granted  him  favours,  he  has 
the  pidures  of  all  that  have  retufed  him  ;  if  fatires,  de- 
fcriptions,  charaders,  and  lampoons  are  pidures. 

Scan.  Yes,  mine  are  moll  in  black  and  white — And 
yet  there  are  fome  fetout  in  their  true  colours,  both  men 
and  women.  I  can  Ihew  you  pride,  folly,  affedation, 
wantonnels,  inconflancy,  covetoufnefs,  diffimulation,  ma¬ 
lice,  and  ignorance,  all  in  one  piece.  Then  I  can  Tlrcw 
you,  lying,  foppery,  vanity,  cowardife,  bragging,  im¬ 
potence  and  uglinefs  in  another  piece  ;  yet  one  of  thefe 
IS  a  celebrated  beauty,  and  t’other  a  profell  beau.  I 
have  paintings  too,  fome  pleafant  enough. 

M'  S.  Tra.  Come,  let’s  hear  ’em. 

Scan.  Why,  1  have  a  beau  in  a  bagnio,  cupping  for  a 
complexion,  and  fweating  for  a  lhape. 

Mrs.  Iva.  So.. 

Scan.  Tnen  I  have  a  lady  burning  brandy  in  a  cellar 
with  a  hackney  coachman. 

Mrs.  Fra.  Oh,  devil  !  Well  but  that  llory  is  not  true. 

Scan.  I  have  fome  hieroglyphicks  too.  I  have  a  law¬ 
yer  with  a  hundred  hands,  two  heads,  and  but  one  face  ; 
a  divine  with  two  faces,  and  one  head  ;  and  I  have  a  fol- 
dier  with  his  brains  in  his  belly,  and  his  heart  where  his 
head  fliould  be. 

Mrs.  Fra.  And  no  head. 

Scan.  No  head. 

Mrs.  Tra.  Pooh,  that  is  all  invention.  ‘  Have  you 
‘  ne’er  a  poet  ? 

‘  Scan.  Yes,  I  have  a  poet  weighing  words  and  felling 
‘  praife  for  pralfe,  and  a  crltick  picking  his  pocket.  I 
‘  have  another  large  piece  too,  reprefenting  a  fchoel, 
*  where  there  are  huge  proportion’d  criticks^.  with  long 
.  ‘  wigs. 
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I  ‘  wigs,  lac’d  coats,  Steinkirk  cravats,  and  terrible  faces ; 

‘  with  cat-calls  in  their  hands,  and  horn-books  about 
!  ‘  their  necks.  I  have  many  more  of  this  kind,  very 

*  well  painted,  as  you  fhall  fee.’  ; 

Mrs.  Well,  I’ll  come,  if  it  be  but  to  difprove 
i  you. 

Enter  Jeremy. 

j  Jcr,  Sir,  here’s  the  fteward  again  from  your  father. 

I  I’ll  come  to  him — Will  you  give  me  leave,  I’ll 

I  wait  on  you  again  prefently. 

i  Mrs  Fra.  No,  I’ll  be  gone.  Come,  who  fquires  me 
i  to  the  Exchange  ?  I  muft  call  on  my  lifter  Foreftght  there. 
IScan,  I  will.  I  have  a  mind  to  your  lifter. 

Mrs.  I'ra.  Civil  ! 

Tau  I  will,  becaufe  I  have  a  tendrc  for  your  lady ftiip.. 
Mrs.  Fra.  That’s  fomewhat  the  better  reafon,  to  my 
opinion.  Tattle,  fe'c. 

‘  Scan.  W^ell,  if  Mr.  Tattle  entertains  you,  I  have 

*  the  better  opportunity  to  entertain  your  lifter.’ 

Fal.  Tell  Angelica,  I  am  about  making  hard  condi¬ 
tions  to  come  abroad,  and  be  at  liberty  to  fee  her. 

Scan.  I’ll  give  an  account  of  you,  and  your  proceed¬ 
ings.  If  indifcretion  be  a  lign  ol  love,  you  are  the  moft 
a  lover  of  any  body  that  I  know  :  you  fancy  that  parting 
with  your  eftate  will  help  you  to  your  miftrefs — In  my 
mind  he  is  a  thoughtlefs  adventurer, 

Who  hopes  to  purchafe  .wealth  by  felling  land  ; 

Or  win  a  miftrefs  with  a  lofmg  hand.  {Exeunt, 

End  of  the  First  Act. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE,  a  Room  in  Forelight’i  Houfc, 

Enter  Forelight  and  Servant. 

Foresight. 

Hr  EY  day  !  What,  are  all  the  women  of  my  family 
L  abroad  r  Is  not  my  wife  come  home  ?  Nor  my 
lifter,  nor  my  daughter  ? 

Ser<v.  No,  Sir. 

Fere,  Mercy  on  us,  what  can  be  the  meaning  of  it  ? 

Sure 
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Sure  the  moon  is  in  all  her  fortitudes.  Is  my  niece  An¬ 
gelica  at  home  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

Fore.  I  believe  you  lie,  Sir, 

Serv.  Sir. 

tore,  I  fay  you  lie,  Sir.  It  is  impoflible  that  any  thing 
fliould  be  as  I  would  have  it ;  for  I  was  born.  Sir,  when 
the  crab  was  afcending,  and  all  my  affairs  go  backward. 

Sern;,  I  canh  tell,  indeed.  Sir. 

Fore.  No,  I  know  you  can’t,  Sir :  but  I  can  tell,  and 
foretell.  Sir. 

Nurfe. 

Fore.  Nurfe^  where’s  your  young  miflrefs  ? 

Nurfe.  Wee’ft  heart,  I  know  not,  they’re  none  of  ’em 
come  home  yet.  Poor  child,  I  warrant  flie’s  fond  o’fee- 

ing  the  town - Marry,  pray  Heav’n  they  ha*  given  her 

any  dinner - Good  lack-a-day  j  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Oh, 

ilrange,  I’ll  vow  and  fwear  now,  ha,  ha,  ha,  marry, 
and  did  you  ever  fee  the  like  ! 

Fore.  Why,  how  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Nurfe.  Pray  Heav’n  fend  your  worfhip  good  luck,  mar¬ 
ry  and  amen,  with  all  my  heart,  for  you  have  put  on 
one  flocking  with  the  wrong  fide  outward. 

Fore.  Ha,  how  ?  Faith  and  troth  I’m  glad  of  it ;  and 
fo  I  have,  that  may  be  good  luck  in  troth,  in  troth  it 
may,  very  good  luck  :  nay,  - 1  have  had  fome  omens ;  I 
got  out  of  bed  backwards  too  this  morning,  without  pre¬ 
meditation;  pretty  good  that  too  :  but  then  I  flumbicd 
coming  down  flairs,  and  met  a  wcafel ;  bad  omens  thofe  : 
fome  bad,  fome  good,  our  lives  are  checquer’d  :  m'rih 
a- d  I'orrovv,  want  and  plenty,  night  and  day,  make  up 

our  time - But  in  troth  I  am  pleas’d  at  my  flocking  ; 

very  well  pleas’d  at  my  flocking — Oh,  here’s  my  niece  ! 

- Sirrah,  go  tell  Sir  Sampfon  Legend  I’ll  wait  on  him 

if  he  Is  at  leifure.  [jEw/V  Servant.]  ’Tis  now  three  a 
clock  ;  a  very  good  hour  for  bufinefs:  Mercury  govern i 
this  hour. 

Enter  Angelica. 

Ang.  Is  It  not  a  good  hour  for  pleafurc  too,  uncle  ? 
Pray  lend  me  your  coach,  mine’s  out  of  order. 

Fore.  What,  wou’d  you  be  gadding  too  ?  Sure  all  fe¬ 
males  are  mad  to-day~It  is  of  evil  portent,  and  bodes 

mif- 
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li  mlfchief  to  the  mafter  of  a  family.  I  remember  an  old 
i  prophecy,  written  by  MelTabala  the  Arabian,  and  thut 
tranflated  by  a  reverend  Buckinghamflnre  bard  : 

When  houfewives  all  the  houfe  forfake, 

And  leave  good  men  to  brew  and  bake, 

WithoLuen  guile,  then,  be  it  faid. 

That  houfe  doth  dond  upon  its  head  ; 

And  when  the  head  is  let  in  ground, 

Ne  marl,  if  it  be  fruitful  found. 

I  Fruittul,  the  head  fruitful,  that  bodes  horns  ;  the  fruit  of 
I  the  head  is  horns.  Dear  niece,  day  at  home  ;  for  by  the 
I  head  of  the  houfe  is  meant  the  huiband ;  the  prophecy 
a  needs  no  explanation. 

j  yJfig.  Well,  but  I  can  neither  make  you  a  cuckold, 

I  uncle,  by  going  abroad  ;  nor  fecure  you  from  being  one, 
by  daying  at  home. 

Y es,  yes,  while  there  is  one  woman  left,  the  pro¬ 
phecy  is  not  in  full  force. 

Avg.  But  my  inclinations  are  in  force ;  I  have  a  mind 
to  go  abroad,  and  if  you  won’t  lend  me  your  coach,  I’ll 
take  a  hackney,  or  a  chair,  ‘  and  leave  you  to  ereef  a 
*  fcheme,  and  find  who  is  in  conjun6tion  with  your  wife.’ 
Why  don’t  you  keep  3’’our  wife  at  home,  if  you  are  jea-* 
lous  of  her  when  (lie  is  abroad  ?  You  know  my  aunt  is  a 
little  retrograde  (as  you  call  it)  in  her  nature  j  uncle, 
I  am  afraid  you  are  not  lord  of  the  afeendant,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Vore.  Well,  jiil -flirt,  you  are  very  pert,  and  always 
ridiculing  that  celcdial  fcience. 

A7ig,  Nay,  uncle,  don’t  b®  angiy ;  if  you  are,  I’ll 
reap  up  all  your  falfe  prophecies,  ridiculous  dreams,  and 
idle  divinations.  I’ll  fwear  you  are  a  nuifance  to  the 
neighbourhood.  What  a  budle  did  you  keep  again d  the 
lad  invifible  eclipfe,  laying  in  provifion  as  ’twere  for  a 
I  fiege  ?  What  a  world  of  fire  and  candle,  matches  and  tin¬ 
der-boxes  did  you  purchafe  ?  One  would  have  thought 
we  w’ere  ever  after  to  live  under  ground,  or  at  lead  ma¬ 
king  a  voyage  to  Greenland,  to  inhabit  there  all  the  dark 
feafon. 

‘  Fore.  Why,  you  malapert  flut - - 

‘  A?ig.  Will  you  lend  me  your  coach,  or  I’ll  go  on  ? 
<  Nay,  I  ll  declare  how  you  prophefied  popery  tvas  com- 
‘  ing,  only  bccaufe  the  butler  had  niillaid  fome  of  the 

C  ‘  apodlc 
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‘  apolHe  fpoons,  and  thought  they  were  loft.  Away  wen^ 

‘  religion  and  fpoon-meat  together.’  Indeed,  uncle, 
indue  you  tor  a  wizard. 

Fore.  How,  hufly  !  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  provoking 
minx  ? 

Nurfc,  Oh,  merciful  father,  how  ftie  talks  ! 

Yes,  I  can  make  oath  of  your  unlawful  midnight 
praiftices  ;  you  and  the  old  nurfe  there. 

Nur/e.  Marry,  Heaven  defend  !  I  at  midnight  practi¬ 
ces  !  Oh,  lord  !  what’s  here  to  do  ?  I  in  unlawtul  doings 
with  niy  mafter’s  worftiip  !  Why,  did  you  ever  hear  the 
like  now? — Sir,  did  I  ever  do  any  thing  ‘  of  your  inid- 
‘  night  concerns,’  but  warm  your  bed,  and  tuck  you  up, 
and  fet  the  candle,  and  your  tobacco-box,  ‘  and  your 
‘  urinal’  by  you,  and  now  and  then  rub  the  foies  ot  your 
feet  ? — Oh,  lord,  1 1 - ™ 

*  Yes,  I  faw  you  together,  through  the  key-hole  of 
the  clofet,  one  night,  like  Saul  and  the  witch  of  Endor, 
turning  the  lieve  and  ftieers,  and  pricking  your  thumbs, 
tio  write  poor  innocent  fervants  names  in  blood,  about  a 
little  nutmeg  grater,  which  file  had  forgot  in  the  caudle- 

cup - ‘  Nay,  I  know  fomething  worfe,  if  I  would 

‘  ipeak  of  it. 

Fore>  ‘  I  defy  you,  huffy’ - But  I’ll  remember  this, 

buft'y  ;  I’ll  be  revenged  on  you,  cockatrice  ;  I’ll  hamper 
\’ou.  You  have  your  fortune  in  your  own  hands  ;  but 
i’ll  find  a  way  to  make  your  lover,  your  prodigal,  fpend- 
thrift  gallant,  Valentine,  pay  for  all ;  I  will. 

Will  you  ?  I  care  not ;  but  all  fliall  out  then-— 

‘  Look  to  it,  nurfe  ;  I  can  bring  witnefs  that  you  have  a 
‘  great  unnatural  teat  under  your  left  arm,  and  he  ano- 

*  iher  ;  and  that  you  fuckle  a  young  devil,  in  -the  fliape 
‘  of  a  tabby-cat,  by  turns ;  fo  I  can. 

‘  Nurfe.  A  teat,  a  teat  !  I  an  unnatural  teat  !  Oh,  the 
‘  falie,  flanderous  thing !  Feel  here,  if  1  have. any  thing, 

*  but  like  another  chriftlan.’ 

Fere.  I  will  have  patience,  fince  it  is  the  will  of  the 
Ears  I  lhall  be  thus  tormented.  I'hls  is  the  efteift  of  the 
malicious  conjondlions  and  oppofirions  in  the  third  houfe 
of  my  nativity  :  there  the  curfe  of  kindred  was  foretold. 
But  I  \yill  have  my  doors  locked  up  ;  I’ll  punifh  you  j 
not  a  man  fliall  enter  my  houfe. 

Jug, 
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Oo,  uncle,  lock  them  up  quickly,  before  my 
nunt  comes  home:  you’ll  have  a  letter  for  alimony  to¬ 
morrow  morning;  but  let  me  be  gone  firlf,  and  then  let 
no  mankind  come  near  the  houfe  :  but  converfe  with  fpi- 
Tits  and  celedial  figns,  the  bull,  the  ram,  and  the  goat. 
Elefs  me  !  there  are  a  great  many  horned  beads  amoin^ 
the  twelve  figns  uncle.  But  cuckolds  go  to  Heaven.  ^ 

Fore,  But  thei'e  is  but  one  virgin  among  the  figns,  fpit- 

hre  ;  but  one  virgin.  ‘  ’ 

Nor  there  had  not'been  that  one,  if  flie  had  had 
to  do  with  any  thing  but  adrologers,  uncle.  That  makes 
my  aunt  go  abroad. 

Fore,  How,  how  !  Is  that  the  reafoii  ?  Come,  you 
know  fomethmg  ;  tell  me,  and  I’ll  forgive  you  ;  do,  good 
niece—Come,  you  fhall  have  my  coach  and  hoifes — Hith 
and  troth  you  lhall — ‘  Does  my  wife  complain  ?  Come, 

‘  I  know  women  tell  one  another - She  is  young  and 

fanguine,  has  a  wanton  hrrzle  eye,  and  was  born  under 
‘  Gemini,  which  may  incline  her  to  fociety ;  flie  has  a 
‘  mole  upon  her  lip,  with  a  moill  palm,  and  an  open 
‘  liberality  on  the  mount  of  Venus.’ 

Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fore.  Do  you  laugh  ?  Well,  gentlewoman.  I’ll— But 
come  ;  be  a  good  girl ;  don’t  perplex  your  poor  uncle  ; 

tell  me.  Won’t  you  fpeak  }  Od  I’ll _ — 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv,  Sir  Sampfon  is  coming  down  to  wait  upon  3mu, 

Ang.  Good  bye,  uncle - Callmeacbair - I’ll  find  • 

out  my  aunt,  and  tell  her  flie  muff  not  come  home. 

[^Exeunt  Servant  a?id  Angelica, 
Fore.^  I  am  fo  perplexed  and  vexed,  I  am  not  fit  to  re« 
cei  "e  him  ;  I  lhall  fcarce  recover  myfelf  before  the  hour 
bepaff.  Go,  nurfe,  tell  Sir  Sampfon  I  am  ready  to  wait 
on  him. 

Nurfe.  Yes,  Sir.  ' 

Fore.  W'ell - Why,  if  I  was  born  to  be  a  cuckold, 

there  is  no  more  to  be  laid.  He  is  here  already. 

Enter  Sir  Sampfon  Legend  w///6  a  paper. 

Sir  Samp.  Nor  no  more  to  be  done,  old’boy;  that’s 
plain.  Here  it  is ;  I  have  it  in  my  hand,  old  Ptolomy  ; 

I’ll  make  the  ungracious  prodigal  know  who  begat  him  ;  I 
v/iil,  old Nollrodamus.. What,  I  warrant  my  fon  thought 

C  2.  iiothirip; 
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nothing  belonged  to  a  father,  but  fbrgivenefs  and  affec¬ 
tion  :  no  authority,  no  corredion,  no  arbitrary  power  ; 
nothing  to  be  done,  but  for  hitn  to  offend,  and  me  to  par* 
don.  I  warrant  you,  if  he  danced  till  doomfday,  he 
thought  I  was  to  pay  the  piper.  Well,  but  here  it  is, 
under  black  and  white,  Jignatum^jigillatim^  Tin^  dclihera- 
turn,  that  as  foon  as  my  fon  Benjamin  is  arrived,  he  is  to 
jnake  over  to  him  his  right  of  inheritance.  Where  is  my 

daughter  that  is  to  be  ? - Ha,  old  Merlin  !  Body  o’me, 

I’m  fo  glad  I’m  revenged  on  this  undutiful  rogue - 

Fore.  Odfo,  let  me  fee  ;  let  yie  fee  the  paper.  Ay, 
faith  and  troth,  here  it  is,  if  it  will  but  hold.  I  wdlh 
things  were  done,  and  the  conveyance  made.  When 
was  this  ligned ;  what  hour  ?  Odfo,  you  lliould  have 
confulted  me  for  the  time.  Well,  but  we’ll  make 
haile-'  . . . 

Sir  Samp.  Hafte !  ay,  ay,  hafte  enough  ;  my  fon  Ben 
will  be  in  town  to-night ;  I  have  ordered  my  lawyer  to 
draw  up  wu'itings  of  fettlement  and  jointure  ;  all  Aiall  be 
done  to-night :  no  matter  for  the  time  ,♦  pr’ythee,  brother 
Forelight,  leave  fuperftition.  ‘  Pox  o’the  time  !’  there 
is  no  time  but  the  time  prefent ;  there  is  no  more  to  be 
faid  of  what  is  paft  ;  and  all  that  is  to  come  will  happen. 
If  the  fun  fhinebyday,  and  the  flars  by  night,  why,  we 
lhall  know^  one  another’s  faces  without  the  help  of  a  caa- 
dle  ;  and  that’s  all  the  liars  are  good  for. 

Fere.  How,  how,  Sir  Sampfon,  that  all  ?  Give  me  leave 
to  contradidl  you,  and  tell  you,  you  are  ignorant. 

Sir  Sajyjp.  I  tell  you  I  am  wife  :  and  fapien's  dominahitur 
etfrris^  there’s  latin  for  you  to  prove  it,  and  an  argument 
to  confound  your  Ephemeris.  Ignorant  ?  I  tell  you  I 
have  travelled,  old  Fircu,  and  know  the  globe.  I  have 
feen  the  Antipodes,  w'here  the  funrifes  at  midnight,  and 
fets  at  noon-day. 

Fore.  But  I  tell  you  I  have  travelled  and  travelled  in 
the  celehial  fpheres  ;  know  thefigns  and  the  planets,  and 
their  houfes ;  can  judge  of  motions  direfl  and  retrograde, 
of  fextlles,  quadrates,  trines  and  oppofitions,  fiery  tri- 
gons,  and  aquatical  nigons  ;  know  whether  life  fliall  be 
long  or  Ihorr,  happy  or  unhappy,  whether  difeafes  are 
curable  or  incurable  ;  if  journeys  lhall  be  profperous, 

undertakings 
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i  undertakings  fuecefsful,  or  goods  flolen  recovered ;  I 

I  know - 

;  Sir  Satup.  I  know  the  length  of  the  emperor  of  China’s 
foot ;  have  kilfed  the  Great  Mogul’s  flipper,  and  rid  a 
hunting  upon  an  elephant  with  the  chain  ot  Tartary-—— 

.  Body  o’me  !  I  have  made  a  cuckold  ot  a  king,  and  the  pre- 
fent  majefly  of  Bantam  is  the  ill’ue  of  thefe  loins. 

Fore.  I  know  when  travellers  lie  or  fpeak  truth,  when 
they  don’t  know  themfelves. 

Sir  Samp.  I  have  known  an  adrologer  made  a  cuckold 
in  the  twinkling  of  a  liar;  ‘  and  feen  a  conjurer,  that 

could  not  keep  the  devil  out  of  his  wife’s  circle.’ 

Fore.  What,  does  he  twit  me  with  my  wife  too  ?  5 
muff  be  better  informed  of  this — you  mean 
my  wife,  Sir  Sampfon  ?  Tho’  you  made  a  cuckold  of  the 
king  of  Bantum,  yet  by  the  body  of  the  fun - 

Sir  Samp.  By  the  horns  of  the  moon,  you  would  fay,, 
brother  Capricorn. 

Fo7t.  Capricorn  in  your  teeth,  thou  modern  Mande« 
vil ;  ‘  Ferdinand  Mondez  Pinto  was  but  a  type  ot  thee^. 

‘  thou  liar  of  the  firfl  magnitude.’  Take  back  your  pa¬ 
per  of  inherltanee ;  fend  your  Ion  to  fea  again.  Til  w'ed 
my  daughter  to  an  Egyptian  mummy,  ere  Ihe  diall  in¬ 
corporate  with  a  contemner  of  fciences,  and  a  detainer 
of  virtue. 

Sir  Samp,  Body  o’me,  I  have  gone  too  fan ;  I  mufl  not 
provoke  honed:  Albumazar.  \^jyide.^  An  Egyptian  mum¬ 
my  is  an  illuilrious  ereature,  my  truily  hieroglyphic, 
and  may  have  iignilications  of  futurity  about  him — — 
odfbud,  I  would  my  fon  were  an  Egyptian  mummy  far 
rhy  fake.  What,  thou  art  not  angry  for  a  jell,  my  good 
Hal)  — I  reverence  the  fun,  mooir,  and  ilars  wdth  all 
my  heart.  What,  Til  make  thee  a  prefent  of  a  mummy  : 
now  r  think  on’t,  body  o’me,  I  have  a  flioulder  of  an 
Egyptian  king,  that  i  purloined  from  one  of  the  pyra¬ 
mids,  pow^dered-  with  hieroglyphics ;  thou  flialc  have  it 
brought  home  to  thy  houfe,  and  make  an  entertainment 
for  all  the  philomaths  and  Ifudents  in  phyfic  and  ailrolo- 
gy  in  and  about  London. 

Fore,  But  what  do  you  know  of  my  wife,  Sir  Sampfon 

Sir,  Samp,  Thy  wife  is  a  conllellation  of  virtues;  ihe 

the  moon,  and  thou. art  the  man  in  ihe  moon  :  nay, 

n  ^ 
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ihe  is  more  illuflrious  than  the  moon  ;  for  (he  has  her 
chaftity  without  her  inconflancy.  ’Sbud,  I  was  but  in 
ieft. 

Enter  Jeremy. 

How  now  ?  Who  fent  for  you  ?  Ha  !  What  would  you 

have  ?  T  • 

Fore.  Nay,  if  you  were  but  in  jed - Who  is  that 

fellow?  I  don’t  like  his  phyfiognomy.  ^  ^  _ 

Sir  Samp.  My  fon,  Sir  ?  What  fon,  Sir  ?  My  fon  Ben- 

y”’.  ^No’  Sir,  Mr.  Valentine,  my  mader  j  ’tis  the  firft 
tinie  he  has  been  abroad  fince  his  confinement,  and  he 
comes  to  pay  his  duty  to  you. 

Sir  Samp,  Well,  Sir. 

Enter  Valentine. 

•^cr.  He  is  here.  Sir. 

Val.  Your  bleffing,  Sir.  r  i  i  t  r 

Sir  Samp.  You  have  had  it  already,  Sir ;  I  think  I  Tent 

it  you  to-day,  in  a  bill  ot  tour  thoufand  pound  :  a  great 

deal  of  money,  brother  Forefight. 

Fore.  Ay,  indeed,  Sir  Sampfon,  a  great  deal  of  money 
for  a  young  man  ^  I  wonder  what  he  can  do  With  it. 

Sir  Sa?np.  Body  o’me,  fodo  I— - Hark  ye, 

tine,  if  there  be  too  much,  refund  the  fuperliuity;  doit 

hear,  boy  ?  ,  i  t 

Fal.  Supei-fluity,  Sir !  it  will  fcarce  pay  my  debts.  I 

hope  you  will  have  more  indulgence,  than  to  oblige  me 
to  thole  hard  conditions,  which  my  neceffity  figned  to. 

Sir  Samp.  Sir,  how,  I  befeech  you,  what  were  you 
pleafed  to  intimate  concerning  indulgence  ? 

Val.  Why,  Sir,  that  you  would  not  go  to  the  extre¬ 
mity  of  the  conditions,  but  releafe  me,  at  leait,  fioni 
fome  part. 

Sir  Samp.  Oh,  Sir,  I  underfland  you — That  s  all,  ha  ? 
Val.  Yes,  Sir,  all  that  I  prefume  to  alk  :  but  what 
you,  out  of  fatherly  fondneis,  will  be  pleafed  to  add, 
fhall  be  doubly  welcome. 

Sir  Samp.  *  No  doubt  of  it,  fweet  Sii  \  but  your  filial 
‘  piety,  and  my  fatherly  fondnefs,  would  fit  like  two  tal- 
*  lies.’  Here’s  a  rogue,  brother  Forefight,  makes  a  bar¬ 
gain  under  hand  and  leal  in  the  morning,  and  would  be 
releafed  from  it  in  the  afternoon  ;  here’s  a  rogue,  dog  ; 

here’a 
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here’s  coiifcience  and  hone  fly  ;  this  is  your  wit,  now  ; 
this  is  the  morality  of  your  wits.  You  are  a  wit,  and 
have  been  a  beau,  and  may  be  a—— -Why,  lirrah,  is  it 
not  here,  under  hand  and  leal  ?  Can  you  deny  it  ? 

Val,  8ir,  I  don’t  deny  it. 

Sir  Sarnp,  Sirrah,  you’ll  be  hang’d ;  I  fliall  live  to  fed 
you  go  up  Holborn-hill.  Has  he  not  a  rogue  s  face  ? 
Speak,  brother  ;  you  underfland  phyliognomy  ;  a  hang- 
inor  look  to  me — of  all  my  boys,  the  moll  unlike  me  he 
has  a  damned  Xy burn- face,  without  the  benefit  o  the 
clergy. 

Fore,  Hum - Truly,  I  don’t  care  to  difcourage  a 

young  man  -—he  has  a  violent  death  in  his  face  j  but 

hope  no  danger  of  hanging. 

Fa/.  Sir,  is  this  ufage  for  your  fon  ?  For  that  old  wea¬ 
ther-headed  fool,  I  know  how  to  laugh  at  him  ;  but  you. 

Sir  Samp,  You,  Sir,  and  you,  Sir - Why,  who  are 

you.  Sir  ? 

p^al.  Your  fon,  Sir.  j  t  i 

Sir  Samp.  That’s  more  than  I  know,  Sir ;  and  I  be¬ 
lieve  not. 

Faith,  I  hope  not. 

Sir  Samp.  What,  would  you  have  your  mother  a  whore  ? 
Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  ?  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  f 

^Fal.  I  would  have  an  excufe  for  your  barbarity  and 

unnatural  ufage.  r  u 

Sir  Samp.  Excufe!  Impudence!  Why,  firrah,  may  nt 

1  do  what  I  pleafe  ?  ‘  Are  not  you  my  Have  ?  Did  not  I 
‘  beget  you  ?  And  might  not  I  have  chofen  whether  I 
.  would  have  begot  you  or  no  ?’  Oons.  who  are  you  ? 
Whence  came  you  ?  What  brought  you  into  the  world  ? 
How  came  you  here,  Sir;  here,  to  fland  here,  upon 
thofe  two  legs,  and  look  erea  with  that  audacious  face, 
ha  ?  Anfwer  me  that.  Did  you  come  a  volunteer  into 
the  world  Or  did  I,  with  the  lawful  authority  of  a  pa¬ 
rent,  prefs  you  to  the  fervice  ,  i,  . 

yal.  I  know  no  more  why  I  came,  than  you  do  why 

you  called  me.  But  here  I  am  ;  and  if  you  don  t  mean 
to  provide  for  me,  I  defire  you  would  leave  me  as  you 

found  me.  c,v 
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SirSiimp.  With  all  my  heart :  come,  uncafe,  flrlp,  and 
go  naked  out  of  the  world,  as  you  came  into  it. 

My  deaths  are  foon  put  off; - but  you  miift 

alfodiveft  me  of  reafon,  thought,  pallions,  inclinations, 
affedions,  appetites,  fenfes,  and  the  huge  train  of  atten¬ 
dants  that  you  begot  along  with  me. 

Sh- Samp.  Body  o’mc,  what  a  many*headed  monfler 
have  I  propagated ! 

V'al.  I  am  of  myfelf  a  plain  eafy  fimple  creature;-  and 
to  be  kept  at  fmall  expence  ;  but  the  retinue  that  you 
gave  me  are  craving  and  invincible;  they  are  fo  many 
devils  that  you  haveraifed,  and  will  have  employment. 

Sir  Samp.  ’Oons,  what  had  I  to  do  to  get  children, — 
can’t  a  private  man  be  born  without  all  thefe  followers 
— Why  nothing  under  an  emperor  fliould  be  born  with 
appetites, — Why,  at  this  rate  a  fellow  that  has  but  a  groat 
in  his  pocket,  may  have  a  homach  capable  of  a  ten  Ihil- 
ling  ordinary. 

'Jcr.  Nay  that’s  as  clear  as  the  fun  ;  I’ll  make  oath  of 
it  before  any  Juftice  in  Middlefex. 

Sir  Samp.  Here’s  a  cormorant  too  - - ’S’heart  this  fel¬ 
low  was  not  born  with  you  ? - 1  did  not  beget  him, 

did  I? - 

Jcr.  By  the  provihon  that’s  made  for  me,  you  might 

have  begot  me  too  : - Nay,  and  to  tell  your  worlhip 

another  truth,  I  believe  you  did,  for  I  find  1  was  born 
withthofe  fame  whorefon  appetites  too,  that  my  mafler 
fpeaks  of. 

Sir  Samp.  Why  look  you  there  now, - I’ll  main¬ 

tain  it,  that  by  the  rule  of  right  reafon  this  fellow  ought 
to  have  been  born  without  a  palate.-*— —S’heart,  what 
fiiould  he  do  with  a  dilfiiiguifhing  talle  ? — I  warrant 
you  he’d  rather  cat  a  pheafant  than  a  piece  of  poor  Joim: 
and  fmell,  now,  why  I  warrant  he  can  fmell,  and  loves 

perfume: — above  a  fiink - Why  there’s  it  ;  and  mu- 

lick,  don’t  you  ‘  love  mufick,’  fcoundrel 

Jcr.  Yes,  I  have  a  rcafonable  good  ear,  fir,  as  to  jigos 
and  country  dances  ;  and  the  like  ;  I  don’t  much  matter 
vour  folo’s  or  fonato’s ;  they  give  me  the  fpleen. 

Sir  Samp.  The  fpleen,  ha,  ha,  ha,  a  plague  confound 

you'- - —  folo’s  or  fonato’s  ?  ’Oons  whofe  fon  are  you  ? 

‘  how  were  you  engendered/  muckworm  ? 
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^er,  I  am  by  father  thefonofa  chairman  :  my  mother 
fold  oyftcrs  in  winter-,  and  cucumbers  in  fummer,  and  I 
came  up  hairs  into  the  world  ;  for  I  was  born  m  a 

Fore,  By  your  looks,  you  fliou’d  go  up  hairs  out  of  the 

world  too,  friend.  .  , 

Sir  Samp.  And  if  this  rogue  were  anatomiz  d  now,  and 

dilfedted,  he  has  his  veflels  of  digehion  and  concoaion,  and 
fo  forth,  large  enough  for  the  infide  of  a  cardinal,  this 

fon  of  a  cucumber - Thefe  things  are  unaccountable  and 

imreafonable - Body  o’  me,  why  was  not  I  a  bear  .  that 

mv  cubs  might  have  lived  upon  lucking  their  paws  ;  na- 
turchas  been  provident  only  to  bears  and  fpideis ;  the 
one  has  its  nutriment  in  his  own  hands  ;  and  t  other  fpins 
his  habitations  out  of  his  own  entrails. 

Fal  Fortune  was  provident  enough  to  fupply  all  tbe 
ncceihties  of  my  nature,  if  I  had  my  right  of  inheritance. 

Samp.  Again  1  ’Oons  han’t  you  four  thoufand  pound 
—if  I  had  it  again,  I  wou’d  not  give  thee 
What  would’ft  thou  have  me  turn  pelican,  and  feed  thee 

out  my  own  «tals? - ’S’heart,  hve  b5r  your  wits. 

You  were  always  fond  of  the  wits  Now 
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l-t’s  fee  if  you  have  wit  enough  to  keep  yourfelt- 
Your  brother  will  be  in  town  to-night,  or  to-morrow 
morning,  and  then  look  you  perform  covenants,  and  fo 

iZr  friend  and  fervant - Come,  brother  Forefight. 

)  [Exeunt  Sir  Simon  and  Forefight* 

Y-r  I  told  you  what  your  vifit  would  come  to. 

’Tis  as  much  as  I  expeaed-I  did  not  come  to  fee 
>,;ni  ^  i  came  to  Angelica :  but  fince  fhe  was  gone  abroad, 
it  was  ealily  turned  another  way  ;  and  at  leaft  Iwked  weU 
on  my  fide  ;  what’s  here  ?  Mrs!  Forefight  and  Mrs.  Frail, 

they  are  earaeft - I’llavoid  tliem-Come  this  way,  and 

tro  lai  enq“>>e  "’F™  Angelica  will  return.  _  \_Exemt. 
“  Forehght  WM-f.Fiail. 

Mrs.  Frail.  What  have  you  to  do  to  watch  me  i  b  lite 
I’ll  do  what  Ipleafe. 

Y°es,ma;rywlll  I- A  great  piece  of  bufi. 
„Jf  to  so  to  Covent-Garden  Square  m  a  hackney-coach, 
and  take  a  turn  with  one’s  friend. 
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Mrs,  Ft**-e,  Nay,  two  or  three  turns,  I’ll  take  my 
oath . 

Mrs,  1  rati.  Well,  what  if  I  took  twenty - 1  war¬ 

rant  if  you  had  been  there,  it  had  been  only  innocent  re¬ 
creation, — Lord,  where’s  the  comfort  of  this  life,  if  W'e 
can’t  have  the  happinefs  of  converfing  where  we  like  ? 

Mrs.  Fore.  But  can’t  you  converfe  at  home  ? - 1  owm 

it,  I  think  there  is  no  happinefs  like  converfing  with  "“an 
agreeable  man  ;  I  don’t  quarrel  at  that,  nor  I  don’t  think 
but  your  converfation  was  very  innocent ;  but  the  place 
is  publick,  and  to  be  feen  with  a  man  in  a  hackney-coach 
is  fcandalous  ;  what  if  any  body  elfe  fliould  have  feen 

you  alight,  as  I  did  ? - How  can  any  body  be  happy, 

vrhile  they’re  in  perpetual  fear  of  being  feen  and  cen- 

fured  ? - Befides  it  w'ould  not  only  refledt  upon  you, 

‘lifter,  but  me. 

Mrs,  Frail.  Pooh,  here’s  a  clutter - Why  Ihou’d  it 

refleft  upon  you  ? — I  don’t  doubt  but  you  have  thought 

yourfelf  happy  in  a  hackney-eoach  before  now - if  I 

had  gone  to  Knightfbridge,  or  to  Chelfea,  or  to  Spring- 

Garden,  or  Barn-Elms  with  a  man  alone - fomething 

might  have  been  faid. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Why,  was  I  ever  in  any  of  thofe  places  ? 
What  do  you  mean,  lifter  ? 

Mrs.  Frail,  Was  I  ?  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Mrs,  Fore,  You  have  been  at  a  worfc  place. 

Mrs.  Frail,  I  at  a  worfe  place,  and  with  a  man  ! 

Mrs.  Fore.  I  fuppofe  you  wou’d  not  po  alone  to  the 
World’s-End. 

Mrs,  Frail,  The  W^orld’s-End  !  What!  L)o  you  mean 
to  banter  me  ?  , 

Mrs.  Fore.  Poor  innocent !  You  don’t  know  that 
there’s  a  place  called  the  W'orld’s  End  !  I’ll  fwear  you 
can  keep  your  countenance  purely,  you’d  make  an  admi- 
rable  player. 

Mrs.  Frail,  I’ll  fwear  you  have  a  great  deal  of  confi¬ 
dence,  and  in  my  mind  too  much  fortheftage. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Very  well,  that  will  appear  who  has  moft  ? 
You  never  were  at  the  World’s-End  ? 

ikfrj.  Frail.  No, 

Mrs.  Fore.  You  deny  it  pofitlvely  to  my  ftice. 

Mrs,  Frail.  Your  face,  what’s  your  face  ? 

MrSi 
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Mrs,  Fore,  No  matter  for  that,  it’s  as  good  a  face  as 
yoLirs. 

Mrs,  ¥ralL  Not  by  a  dozen  years  wearing. - But  I  do 

deny  it  potitively'  to  your  face  then. 

Mrs,  Fore.  I’ll  allow  you  now  to  find  fault  with  my  face  : 

- tor  I’ll  fwearyoLir  impudence  has  put  me  out  of 

countenance  : - But  look  you  here  now, - where  did, 

you  lofe  this  gold  bodkin  ?  -  -Oh  filler,  lifter  ! 

Mrs,  Frail,  My  bodkin  ! 

Mrs,  Fore.  Nay,  his  yours,  look  at  it. 

Mrs,  Frail,  Well,  if  you  go  to  that,  where  did  you 

find  this  bodkin? - Oh,  lifter,  ft  tier ! - lifter  every 

way. 

Mrs,  Fore.  O  devil  on’t,  that  I  could  not  difcover  her, 
without  betraying  myfelf.  [^AJldc, 

Mrs.  Frail.  1  have  heard  gentlemen  fay,  lifter ;  that 
one  lliould  take  great  care,  when  one-  makes  a  ihruft  in 
fencing,  not  to  lay  open  one’s  lelf. 

Mrs,  Fore,  It’s  very  true,  lifter:  well,  ftnce  all’s  out, 
and  as  you  fay,  ftncc  we  are  both  wounded,  let  us  do  what 
is  often  done  in  duels,  take  care  ot  one  another,  and  grow 
better  friends  than  before. 

Mrs,  Frail,  With  all  my  heart ;  ‘  our’s  are  but  flight 
*  flelh  wounds ;  and  if  we  keep-  them  from  air,  not  at  all 
‘  dangerous.’  Well,  give  me  your  hand  in  token  of 
fifterly  fecrefy  and  affedlion. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Here  ’tis  with  all  my  heart. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Well ;  ‘  as  an  earneft  of  fricndfliip  and 
‘  confidence.  I’ll  acquaint  you  with  adelign  that  I  have:* 
—-to  tell  truth,  and  fpeak  openly  to  one  another  :  I’m 
afraid  the  world  have  obferved  us  more  than  we  have  ob- 
ferved  one  another.  You  have  a  rich  hulband,  and  are 
provided  for  ;  I  am  at  a  lofs,  and  have  no  great  ftock  either 
of  fortune  or  reputation,  and  therefore  muft  look  fliarply 
about  me.  Sir  Sampfon  has  a  fon  that  is  expefled  to¬ 
night,  by  the  account  I  have  heard  ot  his  education,  can 
be  no  conjurer  ;  the  eftate  you  know  is  to  be  made  over  to 

Pirn: - now  if  I  could  wheedle  him,  lifter,  ha. ^  you 

underftand  me  ? 

Mrs, Fore.  Ido;  and  will  help  you  to  the  utmoft  of 

my  power - And  I  can  tell  you  one  thing  that  fails  out 

luckily  enough  ;  my  aw'kard  daughter-in-law,  who  you 

know 
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know  is  deligned  to  be  his  wife,  is  grown  fond  of  Mr^ 
Tattle;  now  if  w^e  can  improve  that,  and  make  her  have 
an  averfion  for  the  booby,  it  may  go  a  great  w^ay  to¬ 
wards  his  liking  you.  Here  they  come  together ;  and  let 
us  contrive  fome  way  or  other  to  leave  them  together. 

Enter  Tattle  a7id^l\{s  Prue. 

MifsP^  Mother,  mother,  mother,  look  you  here. 

Mrs,  Fore.  Fy,  fy,  Mifs,  how  you  bawl - — Behdes,  I 

have  told  you,  you  mufl  not  call  ine  mother. 

Mifs  P,  What  mull  I  call  you  then,  are  you  not  my 
father’s  wile } 

Mrs.  Fore.  Madam  ;  jmu  muft  fay  Madam - By 

iny  foul,  I  flrall  fancy  myfelf  old  indeed,  to  have  this 

great  girl  call  me  mother- - Well,  but  Mifs,  what  are 

you  fo  overjoyed  at  ? 

MifsP.  Look  you  here.  Madam  then,  what  Mr.  Tattle 
has  given  me — Look  you  here,  coufin,  here’s  a  fnuff-box  ; 

nay,  there’s  fnulFiivt ;  — - here,  will  you  have  any  ?— 

Oh,  good  !  how  fw'eet  it  is - Mr.  Tattle  is  all  over  fw’eet, 

his  peruke  is  fw^et,  and  his  gloves  are  fweet, — and  his 
handkerchief  is  fweet,  pure  fweet,  fweeter  than  rofes— 

Smell  him  mother,  i^Iadam,  I  mean - He  gave  me 

this  ring  for  a  kifs. 

Tat,  O  fy,  Mifs ;  you  mufl  not  kifs  and  tell. 

MifsP.  Yes;  I  may  tell  my  mother — And  he  fays 
he’ll  give  me  fomething  to  make  me  fmell  fo  -  Oh,  pray 
lend  me  your  handkerchief — Smell,  coufin;  ‘  he  fays, 

*  he’ll  give  me  fomething  that  will  make  my  fmock  fmell 
‘  this  w'ay’ — Is  not  it  pure  } — It’s  better  than  lavender, 
mun — I’m  refolved  I  won’t  let  nurfe  put  any  more  la¬ 
vender  among  my  fmocks— ha,  coufin  ? 

MIrs.  Frail.  Fy,  Mifs ;  amongfl  your  linen  you  mufl 
-fay  —  you  mull  never  fay  fmock. 

Mifs  P.  Why,  it  is  not  bawdy,  is  it  coufin  ? 

Tat,  Oh,  Madam  ;  you  are  too  fevere  upon  Mifs  ;  you 
mufl  not  find  fault  with  her  pretty  fimplicity  ;  it  becomes 
her  flrangely — pretty  Mifs,  don’t  let  them  perfuade  you 
our  of  your  innocency. 

Mrs,  Fore.  ‘  Oh,  demm  you,  toad’ — I  wifli  you  don’t 
perfuade  her  out  of  her  innocency. 

Tat,  Who  I,  Madam  -Oh  lord,  how  can  your 

Lady  (hi  p 
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Ladyflilp  have  fuch  a  thought - fure  you  dont*  know 

me  ? 

i:  Mrs.  Frail,  Ah,  devil,  fly  devil - He’s  as  clofe, 

j|  filler,  as  a  contcllor - — He  thinks  we  don’t*  oblerve 

ii  him. 

,  ‘  Mrs.  Fare.  A  cunning  cur;  Kow  foon  he  cou’d  find 

‘  out  a  frefii  harmlefs  creature;  and  lett  us,  filler,  pre- 


! 
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‘  fently.’ 

Tat.  Upon  reputation - 

Mrs.  Fore.  They’re  all  To,  filler,-— -  I  warrant  U 

would  break  Air.  1  attic’s  heart,  to  think  that  any  bouy 
elfelhould  be  beforehand  with  him. 

Tat.  Oh,  lord,  I  fwear  I  would  not  for  the  world — — 

Mrs.  Frail.  O  hang  you  ;  who’ll  believe  you  ? — You’d 
be  hang’d  before  you’d  confefs-we  know  yovt— She’s 
very  pretty  ! — ‘  Lord,*  what  pure  red  and  white!  flic 

*  looks  fo  wholelome’ - ne’er  llir,  I  don  t  know,  but 

I  Lncy,  if  I  vvere  a  mnn - 

MifsP.  How  you  love  to  jeer  one,  coulin. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Hark’ee,  filler,“— By  my  foul  the  girl  is 
fpoiled  already— d’ye  think  file’ll  ever  endure  a  great  lub- 
'beriy  tarpawlm — Gad  I  warrant  you,  file  won’t  let  him 
come  near  her,  after  Mr.  Tattle. 

Mrs.  Frail.  O’  my  foul,  I’m  afraid  not — eh  !~fi!thy 

creature,  that  fniells  all  of  pitch  and  tar - devil  take 

you,  you  confounded  toad- - ‘  why  did  you  fee  her, 

‘  before  fiie  was  married  ?  You  will  fupplant  the  failor.’ 

Mrs.  Fore.  ‘  Nay,  why  did  we  let  him’ - Well,  per¬ 

haps  the  match  may  be  better;  but  my  hufoand  will 
hang  us— He’ll  think  we  brought  them  acquainted. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Co  ne,  faith,  let  us  be  gone— if  my  brother 
Forefight  fiicu’d  find  us  with  them;- - he’d  think  fo, 


fure  enough. 

Mrs.  Fore.  So  he  wou’d— but  then  leaving  them  toge¬ 
ther  is  as  bad— And  he’s  fuch  a  fiy  devil,  he’ll  never  mils 


n  opportunity. 

Mrs.  Frail.  I  don’t  care ;  I  won  t  be  feen  {Ex:f. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Well,  ‘  if  you  fiiould,’  Mr.  'rattle,'  ‘ you’ll 
liave  a  world  to  anfwer  for,  remember  I  wafii  my  hands 
of  it,  I’m  thoroughly  innocent we  trull  to  your  dif- 

\_Exit. 
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P.  What  makes  them  go 
What  do  they  mean,  do  you  know  ? 

Txrt.  Yes,  my  dear - 1  think  I 

hang  me  if  I  know  the  reafon  of  it. 

Miji  P.  Come,  mud  not  we  go  too  ? 

Tat,  No,  no,  they  don’t  mean  that. 

Mifs  P.  No!  what  then?  what  iliall  you  and  I  do  to¬ 
gether.  ■  _ 

Tat.  I  mud  make  love  to  you,  pretty  Mas;  will  you 

let  me  make  love  to  you  ? 

MiT  P'  if  yoti  plea'e. 

Tat.  Frank,  I  gad,  at  lead.  What  a  plague  does  Mrs. 
Forefighr  mean  by  this  civility  r  Is  it  to  make  a  fool  of  me  ? 
or  does  die  leave  us  together  out  of  good  morality,  and 

do  as  die  wou’d  be  done  by  ? - Gad  I’ll  underdand  k 

fo -  I4fuk. 


Mifs  P.  Well ;  and  how  will  you  make  love  to  me - - 

Come,  I  long  to  have  you  begin- - mud  I  make  love 

too  ?  You  mud  tell  me  how. 

Tat.  You  mud  let  me  fpeak,  Mifs,  you  mud  not  fpeak 
fil'd  ;  I  mud  alk  you  quedions,  and  you  mud  anfwer. 

MifsP.  ‘  What,  is  it  like  the  catcchifmr’ - Come 

then,rilk  me. 

Tat.  D’ye  think  you  can  love  me? 

MfiP,  Yes. 

Tat.  Pv:oh,  plague,  you  mud  not  fay  yes  already  ;  I 
dian’t  care  a  farthing  for  you  then  in  a  twinkling. 

Mfs  P.  Vv  iiat  mud  1  fay  then  ? 

T4.  Why  you  mud  fay  no,  or  you  believe  not^  or 
you  can’t  tell - 

Mip  P.  Why  mud  I  trll  a  lie  then  ? 

Tat.  Yes,  if  you’ll  be  well-bred.  Ail  well-bred  per- 

fons  lie - Eefides,  you  are  a  woman,  you  mud  never 

fpeak  what  you  think :  your  words  mud  contradid  your 
thoughts  ;  but  your  adions  may  contradid  your  words, 
ho,  when  lafiv  you,  if  you  can  love  me,  you  mud  fay  no, 

hut  you  mud  love  me  too - H  I  tell  you  you  are  hand- 

iome,  you  mud  deny  it,  and  fay  1  flatter  you - But  you 

mud  think  yourfelf  more  charming  than  I  fpeak  you  : 

■ - and  like  me  for  the  beauty  which  1  fay  y('u  have,  as' 

much  as  if  I  had  it  myrelt - It  I  afk  you  to  kifs  me,  you 

mud  be  ungry,  but  you  mud  not  retufe  me.  If  1  afk  you 
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for  more,  you  nnill:  be  more  aiij^ry, - but  more  comply- 

iiig  ;  and  as  foon  as  ever  I  make  you  lay  you’ll  cry  out, 
}ou  mult  be  fare  to  hold  your  tongue. 

P .  O  lord,  I  fwear  this  is  pure, - -I  like  it  better 

than  our  old  f-aHuon’d  country  way  of  Ipeaking  one’s  mind; 
and  mull;  not  you  lie  too  ? 

7af.  tlum - Yes - But  you  rnuft  believe  I  fpeak 

truth. 

Jll//j  P,  O  Gemini  !  Well,  I  always  bad  a  great  mind 

to  teli  lies - but  they  Irighttd  me,  and  laid  it  was  a 

fin. 

Tat.  Well,  my  pretty  creature  ;  will  you  make  me 
happy  by  giving  me  a  kiis  ? 

•  Mifs  P.  No,  indeed ;  I’m  angry  at  you.— — 

\_Ruus  and  kijfes  him» 

Tat.  Flold,  hold,  that’s  pretty  well - but  you  fltould 

not  have  given  it  me,  but  have  fuffered  me  to  have  taken 
it. 

Mifs  P.  Well,  we’ll  do’t  again. 

Tat,  With  all  my  heart - - — -Now  then  my  little 

angel.  IKifl'shcr, 

MifsP.  Pifh. 

Tat.  That’s  right, —Again  my  charmer.  \KiJfes  again, 

Mifs  P.  O  fy,  nay,  now  I  can’t  abide  you. 

Tat.  Admirable  1  that  was  as  well  as  if  you  had  been 

-  born  and  bred  in  Sr.  James’s . . -And  won’t  you  fliew 

me,  pretty  Mifs,  where  your  dreffing-room  is. 

Mifs  P .  No,  indeed  won’t  I ;  but  I’ll  run  there,  and 
hide  myfelf  from  you  behind  the  curtains. 

Tat.  I’j I  follow  you. 

MfsP.  Ah,  but  I’ll  hold  the  door  with  both  hands ^ 

and  be  angry ; - and  you  fliall  pulli  me  down  before  you 

come  in. 

Tat.  No,  I’ll  come  in  firh,  ‘  and  pufli  you  dowm  after- 
‘  wards.’ 

MfsP.  Will  you  ?  then  I’ll  be  more  angry,  and  mor§ 
compl}  ing. 

Tat.  Then  I’ll  make  you  cry  out. 

MfsP .  O  but  you  flian’t,  tor  I’ll  hold  my  tongue.— 

Tat.  Oh,  my  dear  apt  fcholar. 

Mfs  P,  Weil,  now"  I’ll  run  and  make  more  hade  than 
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Tat.  You  fliall  not  fly  fo  fafl,  as  Ell  purfue. 

Enter  Nurle. 

Etirfc.  Mlfs,  Mlfs,  Mifs  Fi  ne - Mercy  on  me,  marry 

and  amen.  Why,  what’s  become  ot  tlie  child  r— W  hy 
Mil's,  Mil's  Forelight — Sure  flie  has  locked  herfelr  up  in 
her  chamber,  and  gone  to  llcep,  or  to  pijayers  :  Mds,  Mils, 

I  hear  her— Come  to  your  lather,  child  ;  open  the  door 

- Open  the  door,  Mifs. - I  hear  you  cry  hulht - 

O  lord,  who’s  there  ?  \_Pet'ps.'\  What’s  here  to  do  ? - -O 

the  father  !  a  man  vvlth  her! - Why,  Mifs,  I  fay  ; 

God’s  my  life,  here’s  fine  doing  towards— O  lord, 

we’re  all  undone - O  you  young  harlotry.  [^Knocks'] 

Od’s  my  life,  won’t  you  open  the  door?  I’ll  come  in  the 
back  way.  [Ey/VNurfe. 

Tattle  (S-WMifs  Prue. 

Mifs  P.  O  lord,  (lie’s  coming — and  (he’ll  tell  my  fa¬ 
ther^  what  (liall  I  do  now  ? 

Tat.  Plague  take  her  ;  if  (he  had  (laid  two  minutes 
longer,  I  (hould  have  wifhed  for  her  coming. 

Mifs  P.  O  dear,  what  (lialll  fay  ?  tell  me,  Mr,  Tattle, 
tell  me  a  lie. 

Tdi.  There’s  no  occaflon  for  a  lie  ;  I  could  never  tell 

a  lie  to  nopurpofc - But  fince  we  have  done  nothing, 

vve  muft  fay  nothing.  ‘  I  think,  I  hear  her.’ — I’ll  leave 
you  together,  and  come  off  as  you  can. 

[Thrujis  her  in^  andjlmts  the  door,  | 

End  of  the  Second  Act. 


ACT  III. 

Enter  Valentine,  Scandal,  Angelica. 


Angelica. 

YOU  .can’t  accufe  me  of  inconftancy  ;  I  never  told 
you  that  I  loved  you. 

Eal.  But  I  can  accufe  you  of  uncertainty,  for  not  telling 
me  whether  you  did  or  not. 

Aug.  You  miflake  indift'erence  for  uncertainty  !  I  ne¬ 
ver  had  concern  enough  to  a(k  myfelf  the  queftion. 

Scan, 
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Scan,  Nor  good- natui  e  enough  to  anfwer  him  that  did 
alk  you  :  I’ll  lay  that  for  you,  Madam. 

■Ang.  What  are  you  fettingup  for  good-nature  ? 

Scan.  Only  for  the  affedtatioii  of  it,  as  the  women  do 
for  ill-nature. 

Ang.  Perfuade  your  friend,  that  it  Is  all  affedation. 
Scan.  I  lhall  receive  no  benefit  from  the  opinion  :  for  I 
know  no  effedfual  difference  between  continued  afleffatioii 
and  reality. 

Enter  Tattle. 

Tat.  ‘  Scandal,  are  you  in  private  difeourfe?  any  thino- 

*  of  fecrefy  ?  [AfJe  to  Scandaf; 

‘  Scan.  Yes,  but  I  dare  trufi;  you.  W'e  were  talking 

*  of  Angelica’s  love  to  Valentine  ;  you  won’t  fpeak  of  if, 

Eat.  No,  no,  notafyllable - 1  know  that’s  a  fecret, 

‘  for  it  is  whifpered  every  where. 

‘  Scan.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

‘  ^■^Ing.  What  is,  Mr.  Tattle  }  I  heard  you  fay  fomethin^ 

*  was  whifpered  every  where. 

‘  Scan,  Your  love  of  Valentine. 

‘  Ang.  How  ! 

‘  Tat,  No,  Madam  ;  his  love  for  your  Ladvfliip — 

*  Gad  take  me,  I  beg  your  pardon — for  I  never  heard  a 
‘  word  of  your  Ladyfhip’s  paffion  till  this  inllant. 

‘  Ang.  My  pailion  ! — And,  who  told  you  ofmy  pallion, 
‘  pray,  Sir  ? 

‘  Scan,  Why,  Is  the  devil  in  you  }  Did  not  I  tell  it  voii 
‘  for  a  fecret } 

‘  Tat.  Gadfo ;  but  I  thought  fhe  might  have  beetr 
^  trufted  with  her  own  affairs. 

‘  Scan.  Is  that  your  difcretlon  ?,  trufi:  a  woman  with- 

*  herfelf? 

*  Tat,  You  fay  true  ;  I  beg  your  pardon - I’ll  bring 

‘  all  off — It  was  iinpuffible,  Madam,,  for  me  to  imagine,. 

*  that  a  perfon  of  your  Ladyjhip’s  wit  and  gallantry  could 
‘  havefo  long  received  the  paffionate  addrellcs  of  the  ac- 

*  compliflled  Valentine,  and  yet  remain  infenfihle  : 
‘  therefore  you  will  pardon  me,  if,  from  a  jufi  weight  of. 
‘  his  merit,  with  your  Ladyfiiip’s  good  judgment,  I  f  uv 

*  med  tlte  balance  of  a  reciprocal  afteefion. 

*  Fal,  0,1  he  devil!  what  damned  cofiive  poet  has  given 
‘  thee  this  lefibn  ot  fufiian  to  get  by  rote  ? 

D  3  ^ 


i,  LOVE  FOR  LOVE. 

‘  An?.  I  dare  fwear,  you  wrong  him  ;  it  is  his  own-- 
‘  and  Mr.  Tattle  only  judges  of  the  fuccels  of  others,  horn 
‘  the  effeas  of  his  own  merit ;  for,  certainly,  Mr.  lattle 
‘  was  never  denied  any  thing  in  his  life. 

‘  Tat.  O  lord  !  yes ‘indeed,  Madam,  feveral  times. 

‘  An?.  I  fwear,  I  don’t  think  it  is  poflible. 

‘  Tat.  Yes,  1  vow  andlwear,  I  have.  Lord,  Madam 

*  I’m  the  moft  unfortunate  man  in  the  world,  and  the 

*  moll  cruelly  ufed  by  the  ladies. 

‘  Ancr.  Nay,  now  you’re  ungrateful. 

‘  Tat.  No,  I  hope  not.— -It  is  as  much  ingratitude  to 

*  own  fomc  favours,  as  to  conceal  otheis. 

‘  Fal,  There,  now  it  is  out. 

‘  Av^.  I  don’t  underhand  you  now.  I  thought  you 
‘  had  ifever  alked  any  thing,  but  what  a  Lady  might  mo- 
‘  deftly  grant,  and  you  contefs. 

‘  Scan.  So,  faith,  yourbuiinefs  is  done  here;  now  you 

*  may  go  brag  fomewhere  elfe. 

Tat.  Brag!  O  Heavens  I  Why,  did  I  name  any- 

‘  body  ? 

‘  Ang.  No  ;  Ifuppofe  that  is  not  in  your  power  ;  but 
‘  you  would  if  you  could,  no  doubt  on’t. 

‘  Tat,  Not  in  my  power,  Madam  ?— What !  does  your 

*  Lfldyftiip  mean,  that  I  have  no  woman’s  reputation  in 

*  jny  power? 

‘  'Scan.  Oons,  why  you  w'on’t  own  it,  will  you  ? 

[Afuk. 

‘  Tat.  Faith,  Madam,  you  are  in  the  right  ;  no  more 
‘  I  have,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved  ;  I  never  had  it  in  my 
‘  nower  to  fay  any  thing  to  a  Lady  s  piejudice  in  my 

i  - For,  as  I  was  telling  you,  Madam,  I  have  been 

<  the  moft  unfuccefsful  creature Viving  in  things  of  that 
‘  nature  ;  and  never  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  trulled 

*  once  with  a  Lady’s  fecret ;  not  once. 

‘  Aftg.  No ! 

‘  Fal.  Not  once,  I  dare  anfwer  for  him. 

‘  Scan.  And  I’ll  anfwer  for  him  ;  for,  I’m  fare  if  he 
‘  had,  he  would  have  told  me.  I  find,  Madam,  you  don’t 
«  know  Mr.  Tattle. 

‘  Tat.  No  indeed,  Madam,  you  don’t  know  me  at  all, 
‘  I  hnd  ;  for  fare,  my  intimate  friends  would  have 
^  known - 

‘  Ang. 
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*  Ang,  Then  it  Teems  you  would  have  told,  if  you  had 
been  trulted. 

‘  Tat.  O  pox,  Scandal,  that  was  too  farput  !— Never 
have  told  particulars.  Madam.  Perhaps  I  might  have 
talked  as  of  a  third  perfon — or  have  introduced  an  amour 
of  my  own,  in  converfation,  by  way  of  novel ;  but  ne¬ 
ver  have  explained  particulars. 

‘  Ang,  But  whence  comes  the  reputation  of  Mr.  Tat¬ 
tle’s  fecrefy,  if  he  was  never  trailed  ? 

‘  Scan.  Why  thence  it  arifes.— The  thing  is  prover¬ 
bially  fpoken;  but  may  be  applied  to  him. - As  if 

we  fliould  fay  in  general  terms,  He  only  is  fecret,  who 
never  was  trailed;  afatirical  proverb  upon  our  fex.— 
There  is  another  upon  yours— as,  She  ischaile,  who  was 
never  aiked  the  queilion.  ThaPsall. 

‘  Fal.  A  couple  of  very  civil  proverbs,  truly.  It  is 
hard  to  tell  whether  the  Lady  or  Mr.  Tattle  be  the  more 
obliged  to  you.  For  you  found  her  virtue  upon  the 
backwardnefs  of  the  men  ;  and  his  fecrecy  upon  the 
miilruil  of  the  women. 

‘  Tat.  Gad,  ’tis  very  true,  Madam  ;  I  think  we  are 
obliged  to  acquit  ourfclves.— And  for  my  part— but 
your  Ladyilup  is  tofpeak  firll:. 

‘  Ang.  Am  I  ?  Well,  I  freely  confefs,  I  have  refilled  a 
great  deal  of  temptation. 

‘  Tat.  And,  egad,  I  have  given  fome  temptation  that 
has  not  been  refilled. 

*  Fal.  Good. 

‘  Atig.  I  cite  Valentine  here,  to  declare  to  the  court, 
how  fruitlefshe  has  found  his  endeavours,  and  to  con- 
fefs  all  his  folicitations  and  my  denials. 

‘  Fal.  I  am  ready  to  plead,  not  guilty,  for  you;  and 

guilty,  for  myfeif.  . 

‘  Scan.  So,  why  this  is  fair !  here^s  demonllration,  with 

a  witnefs. 

‘  Tat.  Well,  my  witnefies  are  not  prefent.— Yet,  I 
confefs,  I  have  had  favours  from  perfons ;  but,  as  the 
favours  are  numberlefs,  fo  the  perfons  arenamelefs. 

‘  Scan.  Pooh,  this  proves  nothing. 

‘  Tat.  Icanlliew  letters,  lockets,  pidlures,  and 

rings ;  and  if  there  beoccafion  for  witnelfes,  I  can  fum- 
mon  the  maids  at  thechocolate-houfes,  all  the  porters  at 

‘  Pall- 
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‘  Pall-Mall  and  Covent-Garden,  the  door-keepers  at  the 
‘  play-hoLife,  the  drawers  at  Locket’s,  Pontack,  the  Rum- 
‘  mer,  Spring-garden,  my  own  landlady  and  valet  de 
‘  chambre;  all  who  Ihall  make  oath,  that  I  receive  more 
‘  letters  than  the  I'ecretary’s  office  ;  and  that  I  have  more 
^  vizor-malks  to  enquire  tor  me,  than  ever  went  to  fee  the 
‘  hermaphrodite,  or  the  naked  prince.  And  it  is  notori- 
^  OLis,  that,  in  a  country-church,  once,  an  inquiry  being 
‘  made  who  I  was,  it  was  anfwered,  “  I  was  the  tamou? 
‘  Tattle,  who  had  ruined  fo  manv  women.” 

Val.  ‘  It  was  there,  I  fuppofe,  you  got  the  nickname- 

*  ot  the  Great  Turk. 

‘  Tat,  True;  I  was  called  Turk  Tattle  all  over  the 
‘  parifh. — The  next  Sunday,  all  the  old  women  kept 
‘  their  daughters  at  home,  and  the  parfon  had  not  half 
*-  his  congregation.  He  would  have  brought  me  into  the 
‘  fpiritual  court:  but  I  w'as  revenged  upon  him,  tor  he 
‘  had  a  handfome^  daughter  uffiom  I  initiated  into  the 
fcience.  But  I  repented  it  atterwards ;  for  it  was  talk- 

*  ed  of  in  town. — And  a  lady  of  quality,  that  fiiall  be 
‘  namelefs,  in  a  raging  fit  of  jealoufy,  came  down  in  her 

*  coach  and  fix  horfes,  and  ex  poled  herielf  upon  my  ac- 

*  count ;  ’gad,  I  was  forry  for  it  with  all  my  heart. ^ - 

‘  You  know  w'hom  I  mean - You  know  where  we 

‘  raffled — 

*  Scan,  Mum,  Tattle  ! 

‘  Val,  ’Sdeath,  are  not  you  afiiamed  ?■ 

‘  A7ig.  O  barbarous  !  I  never  heard  fo  info  lent  a  piece 

*  of  vanity  !  — Fie,  Mr.  Tattle  ! — I’ll  fweur  I  could  not 

*  have  believed  it. — Is  this  your  fecrecy  ! 

‘  Tat,  Gadfo,  the  heat  of  my  fiory  carried  me  be- 
yond  my  diferetion,  as  the  heat  of  the  Lady’s  pafiicn 
‘  hurried  her  beyond  her  reputation. - But  I  hope 

*  you  don’t  know  whom  I  mean  for  there  were  a  great 
‘  many  Ladies  raffled. — Pox  on’t,  now  could  I  bite  off 
‘  my  tongue. 

*  Scan,  No,  don’t ;  for  then  you'll  tell  us  no  more. 

*  Come,  ril  recommend  a  fong  to  you,  upon  the  hint  of 

‘  my  two  proverbs ;  and  I  fee  one  in  the  next  room  that 
‘  will  ling  it.  [Goes  to  the  (Joo7\ 
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*  Taf,  For  Heaven’s  fake,  if  you  do  guefs,  fay  nothing, 

*  Gad,  I’m  very  unfortunate  ! 

‘  Scan.  Pray  ling  the  firft  fong  in  the  laft  new  play. 

SONG. 

‘  A  nymph  and  a  fwain  to  Apollo  once  pray’d, 

‘  The  fwain  had  been  jilted,  the  nymph  been  betray’d  : 

‘  Their  intent  was,  to  try  if  his  oracle  knew 

*  E’er  a  nymph  that  was  chafte,  or  a  fwain  that  was  true. 

‘  Apollo  was  mute,  and  had  like  t’have  been  pos’d, 

‘  But  fagely  at  length  he  this  fecrec  difclos’d  : 

*  He  alone  won’t  betray,  in  whom  none  will  confide  : 

*  And  the  nymph  may  be  chafle,  that  has  never  been 

‘  try’d. 

Enter  Sir  S<LvnpCon,  Mrs,  Frail,  AT//!  Prue,  and  Servants 

Sir  Samp.  Is  Ben  come  ?  Odfo,  my  fon  Ben  come? 
odd,  I’m  glad  on’t  :  Where  is  he  ?  I  long  to  fee  him. 
Now,  Mrs.  Frail,  you  fhallfee  my  fon  Ben — Body  o’me, 
he’s  the  hopes  of  my  family — I  han’t  feeri  him  thefe  three 

years — I  warrant  he’s  grown - Call  him  in;  bid  him 

make  hafle - Tm  ready  to  cry  for  joy. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Now,  Mifs,  you  fliall  fee  your  hufband. 

MifsF.  Pifh,  he  Avail  be  none  of  my  hufband. 

\^Afide  to  Frail. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Hufli :  well  he  flian’t ;  leave  that  to  me — 
I’ll  beckon  Mr.  Tattle  to  us. 

Jng.  Won’t  you  hay  and  fee  your  brother  ?  ^ 

Fal.  We  are  the  twin-flars,  and  cannot  Aiine  in  one 
fphere;  when  he  rifes,  I  mull  fet— Befides,  if  I  fliould 
Aay,  I  don’t  know  but  my  father  in  good  nature  may  prefs 
me  to  the  immediate  figning  the  deed  ofconveyance  of  my 

eAatc  ;  and  I’ll  defer  it  as  long  as  I  can - Well,  you’ll 

come  to  a  refolution. 

Jng.  I  can’t.  Refolution  muft  come  to  me,  or  I  Ihall 
never  have  one. 

Scan.  Come,  Valentine,  I’ll  go  with  you  ;  I’ve  fomc- 
thing  in  my  head  to  communicate  to  you. 

[Exeunt  Val.  and  Scan. 

Sir  Samp.  What  !  Is  my  fon  Valentine  gone  ?  What ! 
Is  he  fneaked  off,  and  would  not  fee  his  brother  ?  There’s 

an 
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an  unnatural  whelp  !  there’s  an  ill-natur’d  dog  ?  What  - 
Were  you  here  too,  Madam,  and  could  not  keep  him  f 
Cou’d  neither  love,  nor  duty,  nor  natural  aft’edlion  oblige 
him.  Odfbud,  Madam,  have  no  more  to  fay  to  him  :  he 
is  not  worth  your  coniideration.  The  rogue  has  not  a 
drachm  of  generous  love  about  him  ;  all  intereft,  all  inte- 
reft  ;  he’s  an  undone  fcoundrel,  and  courts  your  eilate  j 
body  o’me,  he  does  not  care  a  dolt  for  your  perfon. 

I’m  pretty  even  with  him,  Sir  Sampfon  ;  for  if 
ever  I  cou’d  have  liked  any  thing  in  him,  it  fliould  have 
been  his  eilate  too ;  ‘  but  lince  that’s  gone,  the  bait’s  off, 

‘  and  the  naked  hook  appears.’ 

Sir  Siwi.  Odfbud,  well  fpoken  ;  and  you  are  a  wlfer  wo¬ 
man  than  I  thought  you  were  :  ‘  ior  moil  young  women 
‘  now-a-days  are  to  be  tempted  with  a  naked  hook.’ 

■y^ng.  It  1  marry,  Sir  Sampfon,  I’m  for  a  good  eilate 
with  any  man,  and  ior  any  man  with  a  good  eilate  :  there¬ 
fore  if  I  were  obliged  to  make  a  choice,  I  declare  I’d  ra¬ 
ther  have  you  than  your  fon. 

Sir  Samp,  Faith  and  troth,  you’re  a  wife  w^oman.  and 
I’m  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo  ;  I  was  afraid  you  w'ere  in  love 
with  the  reprobate  ;  odd,  I  was  forry  for  you  w^ith  all  my 
heart:  bang  him,  mungrel cafl  him  off \  you  flrall  fe» 
the  rogue  foew  himfelf,  and  make  love  tofome  defpondlng 
Caduaof  fourfcore  for  fuilenance.  Odd,  I  love  to  fee  a 
young  fpendthrift  forced  to  cling  to  an  old  woman  for  fup- 
port,  like  ivy  round  a  dead  oak  ;  faith  I  do  ;  I  love  to  fee 
them  hug  and  cotton  together,  like  down  upon  a  thiffle.. 

Bn^er  Ben,  Legend,  and  Sernjant,. 

Ben,  Where’s  father  ? 

Sc7-nj,  There,  Sir,  his  back’s  toward  you. 

Sir  Samp,  My  fon  Ben  !  blefs  thee  my  dear  boy  j  body 
o’me,  thou  are  heartily  welcome. 

Ben,  Thank  you,  father,  and  I’m  glad  tofeeyou. 

Sir  Samp.  Odfbud,  and  I’m  glad  to  fee  thee  ;  kifs  me, 
boy  ;  kifs  me  again  and  again,  dear  Ben.  him, 

Ben.  So,  fo,  enough  father— Mefs,  I’d  rather  kifs  thefc 
gentlew'omen, 

Sir  Samp.  And  fo  thou  flialt— Mts.  Angelica, 
my  fon  Ben.  ^ 

Ben.  Forfooth  ifyoupleafe— her']  Nay  miflrcfs, 
I’m  not  for  dropping  anchor  here ;  about  fliip  i’faith 

-IKiJes 
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•  {kijjcs  Frail.]  Nay,  and  you  too,  my  little  cock¬ 
boat— —fb -  X  Vi fT^c  IV'T'r 

cr  r-  »  ,  yt^ijjcs  inijs, 

iat.  hir,  you  re  welcome  a-fliore. 

Ben.  Thank  you,  thank  you,  friend. 

Sir  Samp.  Thou  hail  been  many  a  weary  league,  Ben 
fince  I  faw  thee.  * 


Ben.  Ey,  ey,  been  !  been  far  enough,  an  that  be  all 
•*  v\  ell,  lather,  and  how  do  all  at  home  ?  how  does 
brother  Dick  and  brother  Val  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Dick,  body  o’me,  Dick  has  been  dead  thefe 
two  years ;  I  writ  you  word,  when  you  were  at  Leghorn. 

Ben.  Mefs,  that’s  true  :  marry  I  had  forgot.  Dick’s 

dead  as  you  fay'- - Well,  and  how?  I  have  many  quef- 

tions  toafkyou;  well,  you  ben’t  married  again,  father, 
be  you  ? 

Sir  Samp.  No,^  I  intend  you  fliall  marry,  Ben ;  I 
would  not  marry  for  thy  fake. 

Ben.  Nay,  what  does  that  fignify  ? - an  you  marry 

again— - why  then.  I’ll  go  to  fea  again,  fo  there’s 

oi:^  lor  t’other,  an  that  be  all - Pray  don’t  let  me  be 

your  hindrance  ;  e’en  marry,  a  god’s  name,  an  the  wind  fit 
that  way.  As  for  my  part,  may-hap  I  have  no  mind  to 
marry. 

Mrs.  Frail.  That  would  be  pity,  fuch  a  handfome 
young  gentleman. 

Ben.^  Handfome  !  he,  he,  he,  nay  forfooth,  an  vou 
be  ior  joking,  I’ll  joke  with  you,  for  I  love  my  jefl,^  an 
the  Blip  were  finking,  as  we  fay  at  fea.  But  I’ll  tell 
you  why  I  don’t  much  ftand>^ towards  matrimony.  I  love 
to  roam  about  from  port  to  port,  and  from  land  to  land  : 
I  could  never  abide  to  be  port-bound,  as  we  call  it ;  now 
a  man  that  is  married,  has  as  it  were,  d’ye  fee,  his  feet 
in  the  bilboes,  and  may-hap  mayn’t  get  ’em  out  attain 
when  he  would.  ,  "  ^  ^ 

Sir  Samp.  Ben’s  a  wag. 

Ben.  A  man  that  is  married,  d’ye  fee,  is  no  more  like 
another  man,  than  a  galley-flave  is  like  one  of  us  free 
lailors,  he  is  chained  to  an  oar  all  his  life ;  and  may-hap 
forced  to  tug  a  leaky  veflel  into  the  bargain. 

Sir  Samp.  A  very  wag,  Ben’s  a  very  wag;  only  a  lit¬ 
tle  rough,  he  want’s  a  little  pofnliing. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Not  at  all ;  I  like  his  humour  mightily. 
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it’s  plain  and  honeft,  I  fliould  like  fuch  a  humour  In  a 
hulband  extremely. 

Ben.  Say’n  you  fo  forfooth  ?  marry,  and  I  Hiouldlikc 
fuch  a  handfome  gentlewoman  for  a  crib-mate  hugely; 
how  fay  you,  miitrefs,  would  you  like  going  to  fea? 
Mefs,  you’re  a  tight  veffel,  and  well  rigged,  and  you 
were  but  as  well  manned. 

•  Mrs.  Frail.  I  diouid  not  doubt  that,  if  you  were  maf- 
ter  of  me. 

Ben.  But  rirtell  you  one  thing,  an  you  come  to  fea 

in  a  high  wind,  or  that  lady - You  mayn’t  carry  fo 

innch  fail  o’your  head — Top  and  top  gallant,  by  the 
mefs. 

Mrs.  Frail.  No,  why  fo  ?  - 

Ben.  Why  an  you  do,  you  may  run  the  rllk  to  be 
overfet,  and  then  you’ll  carry  your  keels  above  w'ater, 
he,  he,  he. 

'  Jlng.  I  fwear  Mr.  Benjamin  is  the  veriefl  wag  In  na¬ 
ture  ;  anabfolute  fea-wit. 

Sir  Sa7?ip.  Nay,  Ben  has  parts,  but  as  I  told  you  be¬ 
fore  they  want  a  little  polifliing  :  you  mull:  not  talie  any 
thing  ill,  Madam. 

Ben.  No,  I  hope  the  gentlewoman  is  not  angry;  I 
mean  all  in  good  part ;  for  if  I  give  a  jed.  I’ll  take  a 
jell:  andfo,  forfooth,  you  may  be  as  free  with  me. 

j4n^.  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  am  not  at  all  offended  ; — but, 
methinks.  Sir  Sampfon,  you  fliould  leave  him  alone  with 
his  midrefs.  Mr.  Tattle,  we  mull;  not  hinder  lovers. 

Tai,  Well,  Mifs,  1  have  your  promife. 

\^Afuk  to  Mijs.  Excufit  Tattle  rtW  Angelica. 

Sir  Sa?np.  Body  o’me,  Madam,  you  fay  true  ; — Look. 

you,  Ben,  this  is  your  mi  ft  refs - Come,  Mifs,  you 

muff  not  be  ffiame  faced,  we’ll  leave  you  together. 

Mifs.  I  can’t  abide  to  be  left  alone,  mayn’t  my  coufiii 
flay  with  me  ? 

Sir  Satnp.  No,  no.  Come,  let’s  away. 

Ben.  Look  you,  father,  mayhap  the  young  woman 
mayn’t  take  a  liking  to  me. - 

Sir  Samp.  I  warrant  thee,  bo}^  !  Come,  come,  we’ll 
begone  ;  I’ll  venture  that.  {Exit  Sir  Samp. 

Ben.  Coir'e,  miffrefs,  will  you  pleafe  to  lit  down  ? 
for  an  you  ffand  a  ffern  a  that’n,  we  Ihall  never  grapple 

toiicthtr. 
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i  ^ogetFer. —  Come,  I’ll  haul  a  chair;  there,  an  you 
i  pleaie  to  fit,  I’ll  fit  by  you. 

You  need  not  fit  lb  near  one,  if  you  have  any 
1  thing  to  fay,  I  can  hear  you  farther  oft',  I  an’t  deaf, 
i  i)V«.  Why  that’s  true,  as  you  fay,  nor  I  an’t  dumb, 

I  I  can  be  heard  as  far  as  another — I’ll  heave  off  to  pleafe 
you.  [rifs  ferr^/jer  off.'\  An  we  were  a  league  afunder,  I’d 
undertake  to  hold  dilcourfe  with  you,  an  ’twere  not  a 
main  high  wind  indeed,  and  full  in  my  teeth.  Look  you 
forfooth,  I  am  as  it  were,  bound  for  the  land  of  matri¬ 
mony  ;  ’tis  a  voyage,  d’ye  fee,  that  was  none  of  my 
fceking,  I  was  commanded  by  father,  ‘  and  if  you  like 
‘  of  it,  mayhap  I  may  fleer  into  ymur  harbour.’ ^  How 
fay  you,  millrefs?  the  fliort  of  the  thing  is,  that  if  you 
like  me,  and  I  like  you,  we  may  chance  to  fwing  in  a 
hammock  together. 

Mifs.  I  don’t  know  what  to  fay  to  you,  nor  I  don’t  care 
to  fpeak  with  you  at  all. 

Be?u  No,  I’m  forry  for  that. - But  ptay,  why 

are  you  fo  fcdrnful. 

'Mifs.  As  long  as  one  mufl  not  fpeak  one’s  mind,  one 
had  better  not  fpeak  at  all,  I  think,  and  truly  I  won’t 
tell  a  lie  for  the  matter  } 

Ben,  Nay,  you  fay  true  in  that,  it’s  but  folly  to  lie  : 
for  to  fpeak  one  thing,  and  to  think  jufl  the  contrary 
way,  is  as  it  were,  to  look  one  way,  and  to  row  another. 
Now,  for  my  part,  d’ye  fee,  I’m  for  carrying  things 
above  board,  I’m  not  for  keeping  any  thing  under  hatches, 
— -fo  that  if  you  ben’t  as  willing  as  I,  fay  fo  a  god’s  name, 
there’s  no  harm  done  ;  may  -hap  you  may  be  fliame-faced, 
fome  maidens  thot’  they  love  a  man  well  enough,  yet 
they  don’t  care  to  tell’n  fo  to’s  face ;  if  that’s  the  cafe, 
why  jilence  gives  confent. 

'Mifs.  But  I’m  fure  it  is  not  fo,  for  I’ll  fpeak  fooncr 
than  you  lhali  believe  that ;  and  I’ll  fj^eak  truth,  though 
one  jliould  always  tell  a  lie  to  a  man  ;  and  I  don’t  care, 
let  my  father  do  what  he  will ;  I’m  too  big  to  be  wliipt, 
fo  I’ll  tell  you  plainly,  I  don’t  like  you,  nor  love  you  at 
all,*  nor  neVer  will,  that’s  more  :  fo,  there’s  youranfwer 
for  you  ;  and  don’t  tmuble  me  no  more,  you  ugly  thing. 

Ben,  Look  you,  young  woman,  you  may  learn  to  give 
2ood  words  however.  I  fpoke  you  fair,  d’ye  fee,  and 
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civil. — As  for  your  love  or  your  liking,  I  don’t  value  i 
of  a  rope’s  end  ; — and  mayhap  I  like  you  as  little  as  you 
xlo  me  : — What  I  faid  was  in  obedience  to  father  ;  ’gad, ..I 
fear  a  whipping  no  more  than  j’ou  do.  But  I  tell  you 
one  thing,  if  you  lliould  give  fuch  language  at  lea, 
you’d  have  a  cat  o’nine-tails  laid  crofs  your  fiioulders. 
Flefli  !  who  are  you  ?  you  heard  t’other  handfome  young 
woman  I'peak  civilly  to  me,  of  her  own  accord  :  what¬ 
ever  you  think  of  yourfclf,  ’gad  I  don’t  think  you  are 
any  more  to  compare  to  her,  than  a  kan  of  fmall-beer  to 
a  bowl  of  bunch. 

Mifs.  Well,  and  there’s  a  handfome  gentleman,  and  a 
fine  gentleman,  and  a  fweet  gentleman,  that  was  here 
that  loves  me,  and  I  love  him  ;  and  if  he  fees  you  fpeak 
to  me  any  more,  he’ll  thralli  your  jacket  for  you,  he 
will,  you  great  fea-calf. 

Ben,  What,  do  you  mean  that  fair  weather  fpark  that 
was  here  juft  now  ?  will  he  thraih  my  jacket? — Let’n — 
let’ll. — But  an  he  comes  near  me,  may-hap  I  may  have 
giv’n  a  fait  eel  for’s  fupper,  for  all  that.  What  does 
father  mean  to  leave  me  alone  as  I  come  home,  with  fuch 
a  dirty  dowdy — Sea-calf!  I  an’t  calf  enough  to  lick  your 

chalked  face,  you  cheefe-curd  you, - marry  thee  i 

Cons,  I’ll  marry  a  Lapland  witch  asfoon,  and  live  upon 
felling  contrary  winds,  and  wrecked  vefiels. 

Mifs.  \  won’t  be  called  names,  nor  I  won’t  be  abufed 
thus,  fo  I  won’t  — -If  I  were  a  man — [Cries.'] — you  durft 
not  talk  at  this  rate— No,  you  durft  not,  you  ftinking  tar- 
barrel. 

Enter  Mrs.  Forefight  and  Mrs.  Frail. 

Mrs,  Fore.  They  have  quarrelled  juft  as  we  could  wilh. 

Ben.  Tar  barrel !  let  your  fweet-heart  there  call  me 
fo,  if  hc’il  take  your  part,  your  Tom  Eflence,  and  I’ll 
fay  fomething  to  him  ;  ’gad.  I’ll  lace  his  mulk-doublet 
for  him,  ^  I’ll  make  him  ftink  ;’  he  ftiall  fmell  more  like 
a  weafel  than  a  civet-cat,  afore  I  ha’  done  with  ’en. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Blefs  me,  what’s  the  matter,  Mifs  ?  What 

does  Ihe  cry  ? - Mr,  Benjamin,  what  have  you  done  to 

her  ? 

Ben.  Let  her  cry  :  ‘  the  more  flie  cries  the  lefs  {lie’ll’— 
—{he  has  been  gathering  foul  weather  in  her  mouth,  and 
now  it  rains  out  at  her  eyes, 
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Mr/,  Ftfrr.  Come,  Mils,  come  alone  with  me,  and  tell 
me,  poor  child. 

Frail,  Lord,  what  fliall  we  do,  there^s  my  brother 
rorelight,  and  Sir  Sanipfon  coming.  Sifter,  do  you  taLe  ' 
_Mifsdown  into  the  parlour,  and  I’ll  carry  Mr.  Benjamin 
into  my  chamber,  for  they  mull  not  know  that  they  are 
tallen  out.  Come,  Sir,  will  you  venture  yourfclf  with 

'  \J[..ORking  kindly  on  him, 

Ben.  Venture,  mefs,  and  that  I  will,  though  ’twere 
to  Tea  m  a  llorm.  lExeunt  Ben.  and  Mrs,  Frail. 

Enter  Sir  Sampfon  and  Forefight. 

Sir  Samp,  I  left  ’em  together  here?  vvdiat  are  they 
gone  r  Ben’s  a  brifk  boy  :  he  has  got  her  into  a  corner, 
father  s  own  fon,  faith,  he  11  touzle  her,  and  mouzie 
her :  the  rogue’s  fharp  fet,  coming  from  fea  ;  if  he 
Ihould  not  flay  for  faying  grace,  old  Forefight,  but 
fall  to  without  the  help  of  a  parfon,  ha  }  odd  if  he  fhould, 

I  could  not  be  angry  with  him  ;  ’twould  be  but  like  me, 

A  chip  of  the  old  block.  Ha!  thou’rt  melancholic,  old 
prognoflication  ;  as  melancholic  as  if  thou  hadfl  fpiltthc 

fait,  or  pared  thy  nails  on  a  Sunday: - Come,  cheer 

up,  look  about  thee  ;  look  up,  old  flar-gazer.  Now  is 
he  poring  upon  the  ground  for  a  crooked  pin,  or  an  old 
horfe-nail,  with  the  head  towards  him. 

Fore,  Sir  Sampfon,  we’ll  have  the  wedding  to-morrow 
Tiiorning, 

Sir  Samp,  With  all  my  heart, 

‘  Fore.  At  ten  o’clock,  punctually  at  ten. 

Sir  Samp,  To  a  minute,  to  a  fecond  ;  thou  (halt  fet  thv 
watch,  and  the  bridegroom  fliall  obferve  its  motions*; 

‘  they  fhall  be  married  to  a  minute,  go  to  bed  to  a  mi- 
‘  nute ;  and,  when  the  alarm  ffrikes,  they  fitall  keep 
‘  time  like  the  figures  of  St.  Dunfian’s  clock,  and  eon-- 
‘  fnrntnatum  eji  all  over  the  parifii.’ 

Enter  Scandal. 

‘  Scand,  Sir  Sampfon,  fad  news, 

*  Fore.  Blefs  us ! 

‘  Sir  Samp.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

‘  Scand,  Can’t  you  guefs  at  what  ought  to  afflidl  you 
<  and  him,  and  all  of  us,  more  than  any  thing  elfe  ? 

‘  Sir  Samp.  Body  o’me,  I  don’t  know  any  univerfal  ' 
‘  grievance,  but  a  new  tax,  or  the  lofs  of  the  Cmiary 

E  z  ‘  fleet 
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*  fleet~iinlefs  popery  fliould.  be  landed  in  the  WeiVj  c]? 

‘  the  French  fleet  were  at  anchor  at  Blackwall. 

‘  Scand.  No  ?  Undoubtedly,  Mr.  Forefight  knew  all 

®  this,  and  might  have  prevented  it. 

‘  Fore.  ’Tis  no  earthquake  ?  ^  ^  ^ 

‘  Scand.  No,  not  yet ;  nor  whirlwind.  But  we  don  t 

*  know  what  it  may  come  to— but  it  has  had  a  conle- 

*  quence  already  that  touches  us  all. 

‘  Sir  Samp.  Why,  body  o’me,  out  with  it. 

‘  Scand.  Something  has  appeared  to  your  Ton  Valen-  • 

‘  tine— he’s  gone  to  bed  iipbn’t,  and  very  ill.— He 
‘  fpeaks  little,  yet  he  fays  he  has  a  world  to  fay.  _  Aiks 

*  for  his  father  and  the  wife  Forefight ;  talks  of  Ray- 
‘  mond  Lully,  and  the  ghofl  of  Lilly.  He  has  fecrcts 

*  to  impart,  1  fuppcfe,  to  you  two.  I  can  get  nothing 

*  out  of  him  but  fighs.  He  defires  he  may  fee  you  m 

*  the  morning  ;  but\vould  not  be  dirturbed  to-night,  be- 

*  caufe  he  has  foinc  bufmefs  to  do  in  a  dream. 

Enter  Sern/antt 

Serv.  Sir,  Sir. 

Fore.  What' i  the  matter  ? 

Serv.  Mr.  Scandnl,  Sir,  dejjres  to  fpeal  to  you,  upon 
tarneji  hufinefs,  ‘vohich  mujl  he  toldyou,  he  fay  i  -voithin  thii 
hour,  or  't-zvili  he  too  late. 

Fore,  rilzaaiton  him, - Sir  Sampfon,  your  fcrvant. 

lExit,. 

Sir  Samp.  fPhat  is  this  hufrirfs,  friend? 

Serv.  Sir,  'tis  about  your  fon,  Falcntine,  fomething  has 
appeared  to  him  in  a  dream,  that  makes  him  prophejy. 

[Exit  Servant,. 

Sir  Samp,  Hoity  toity,  what  have  I  to  do  with  his 

dreams  or  his  divination - Body  o’me,  this  is  a  trick 

to  defer  flgning  the  conveyance.  I  w^arrant  the  devil 
will  tell  him  in  a  dream,  that  he  mufl;  not  part  with  his^ 
cflate,  but  I’ll  bring  him  a  parfon,  to  tell  him,  that  the 
devil’s  a  liar— Or  if  that  won’t  do,  I’ll  bring  a  lawyer’ 
that  fliall  out-lie  the  devil.  And  fo  I’ll  try  whether  my 
black-guard  or  his  fliall  get  the  better  of  the  day.  ^Exit, 

‘  Scand.  Alas,  Mr.  Forefight,  I  ain.afraid  all  is  not 
<  right — You  are  a  wife  man,  and  a  confeientious  man  ? 
*  a  fearcher  into  obfeurity  ^aud  futurity  j  and,  if  you 

‘  coaw 
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commit  an  error,  it  is  with  a  great  dealbf  confidera- 
tion,  and  difcretlon,  and  caution. 

‘  Fore,  Ah,  good  Mr.  Scandal  1 

*’  Scand,  Nay,  nay,  ’tis  manitefl;  I  do  not  flatter 
you. — But  Sir  Sampfon  is  hafty,  very  hally. — I’m 
afraid  he  is  not  fcrupulous  enough,  Mr.  Forelight,— 
He  has  been  wicked  ;  and  heaven  grant  he  may  meai/ 
well  in  his  affair  with  you  !-— But  my  mind  gives  me, 
thefe  things  cannot  be  wholly  infigniflcant.  You  are 
wife,  and  fliould  not  be  over- reached ;  methinks  you 
flioLild  not. 

‘  Vore,  Alas,  Mr.  Scandal — Humanum  ejl  errarc  ! 

‘  IScand.  You  fay  true,  man  vvillerr;  meer  man  will 
err — but  you  are  fomething  more. — There  have  been 
wife  men  ;  but  they  were  fiich  as  you — Men  who  con- 
fulted  the  liars,  and  were  obfervers  of  omens. — Solo¬ 
mon  was  wife:  but  how  ?  by  his  judgement  in  allro- 
logy. — So  fays  Pineda,  in  his  third  book  and  eighth 
chapter. 

‘  Fore,  You  are  learned,  Mr.  Scandal-  ■ 

‘  Scand,  A  trifler — but  a  lover  of  art- — And  the  wife 
men  of  the  Eall  owed  their  inltrudfion  to  a  liar  ;  which 
is  rightly  obferved  by  Gregory  the  Great,  iir  favour  of 
aftrology  !  And  Albertus  Magnus  makes  it  the  molf 
valuable  fcience — becaufe,  fays  he,  it  teaches  us  to 
conlider  the  caufation  of  caufes,  in  the  caufes  of 
things. 

Fore,  I  protefl,  I  honour  you,  Mr.  Scandal. — I  did 
not  think  you  had  been  read  in  thefe  matters. — Few 
young  men  are  inclined - - 

‘  Scand,  I  thank  my  liars  that  have  inclined  me.— 
But  I  fear  this  marriage  and  making  over  this  ellarc, 
this  transferring  of  a  rightful  inheritance,  will  bring 
judgments  upon  us.  Iprophefyit;  and  I  would  not 
have  the  fate  of  Caflandra,  not  to  be  believed.  Va¬ 
lentine  is  diilurbed  ;  What  can  be  the  caufe  of  that  } 
and  Sir  Sampfon  is  hurried  by  an  unufual  violence — 
I  fear  he  does  not  aiil  wholly  from  hlmfelr ;  methinks 
he  does  not  look  as  he  tiled  to  do. 

*  Fore,  He  was  always  of  an  impetuous  nature. — But 
as  to  this  marriage,  I  have  confulted  the  liars;  and  al) 
appearances  are  profperous.' 

^  3 
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‘  Scwich  Come,  come,  Mr.  Foreiight ;  let  not  the? 

*■  profpedt  of  worldly,  lucre  carry  you  beyond  your  judg- 
‘  ment,  nor  againft  your  confcience, — Y©u  are  not  fa- 

*  tisfied  that  you  adt  juflly. 

‘  Fore,  How  1 

*  Sca?id,  You  are  not  fatisfied,  I  fay. — I  am  loth  t© 

*  difcourage  you — but  it  is  palpable  you  are  not  fatisfied.  « 

Fore,  How  does  it  appear,  Mr.  Scandal  ?  1  think  I 

*  am  very  w'ell  fatisfied. 

‘  Sca?iJ.  Either  you  fuffer  yourfelf  to  deceive  yoiwr- 
‘  felf ;  or  you  do  not  know  yourfelf. 

‘  Fore,  Pray  explain  yourfelf. 

^  Scand,  Do  you  fieep  well  ohrights  ? 

‘  Fore,  V ery  well. 

*  Scand,  Are  you  certain  ?  You  do  not  look  fo. 

‘  ¥ore.  I  am  in  health,  I  think, 

*  Scand,  So  w'as  Valentine  this  morning  ;  and  looked 
‘  juft  fo. 

‘  Fore.  How !  Am  I  altered  any  way  ?  I  don’t  per- 
‘  ceive  it. 

‘  Sca?id.  That  may  be  ;  but  your  beard  is  longer  than 

*  it  was  two  hours  ago, 

‘  Fore.  Indeed  1  blefs  me  ! 

‘  F.?iter  Mrs.  Forefight. 

‘  Mrs,  Fore,  Hufoand,  will  you  go  to  bed  ?  It’s  ten 

*  o’clock.  Mr.  Scandal,  your  fervant. 

‘  Scand,  Pox  on  her,  flw  has  interrupted  my  defign— 

“  but  I  muft  work  her  into  the  projedt. — You  keep  early 
‘  hours,  Madam. 

'  ‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Mr.  Forefight  is  pundlual ;  we  fit  up  after 
‘  him. 

‘  ForL  My  dear,  pray  lend  me  your  glafs,  your  little 
^  looking-glafs. 

‘  Scand.  Pray  lend  it.  Madam — I’ll  tell  you  the  rea- 
‘  fon.—  [Sbe  gives  him  the  glafs :  Scandal  atid Jhc  vchif^cr.'\ 

‘  — My  pailion  for  you  is  grown  fo  violent — that  I  am 
‘  no  longer  mafter  of  myfelf — I  was  interrupted  in  the 
‘  morning,  w'hen  you  had  charity  enough  to  give  me 
‘  your  attention  ;  and  I  had  hopes  of  finding  another 
‘  opportunity  of-  explaining  myfelf  to  you— but  was  dif- 
‘  appointed  all  this  day ;  and  the  uneafmcfs  that  has  at- 

‘  tended 
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*  tended  me  ever  fince,  brings  me  now  hither  at  this  uu- 
‘  feafonablfe  hour, 

‘  Mrs,  Fore,  Was  there  ever  fuch  Impudence,  to 

*  make  love  to  me  before  my  hufband’s  face  ?  I’lliwear, 

*  I’ll  tell  him. 

‘  Scand,  Do.  J’lldlea  martyr,  rather  than  difclaini 

*  my  paffion.  But  come  a  little  farther  this  way  ;  and 

*  I’ll  tell  you  what  projedt  I  had  to  get  him  out  ot  the 

*  way,  that  I  might  have  an  opportunity  of  waiting 
;  *  upon  you.  \Whifpcr»  Forehght  looking  in  the  glafs, 

‘  Fore,  I  do  not  fee  any  revolution  here.  Methinks 
‘  I  look  with  a  ferene  and  benign  afpc61: — pale,  a  little 
‘  pale — but  the  rofes  of  thefe  cheeks  have  been  gathered 

*  many  years. — Ha  !  I  do  not  like  that  fudden  flulliing 

<  — Gone  already !— Hem,  hem,  hem  1  faintifli.  My 
‘  heart  is  pretty  good  ;  yet  it  beats;  and  my  pulfes,  ha  ! 

<  — I  have  none — Mercy  on  me  ! — hum  ! — Yes^  here 

*  they  are. - Gallop,  gallop,  gallop,  gallop,  gallop, 

‘  gallop!  hey!  whither  will  they  hurry  me?— Now 

*  they’re  gone  again — and  now  1  tn  faint  again  ;  and 
^  pale  again,  and,  hem;  and  my,  hem!  Breath,  and, 

*  hem  ! — grows  fhort ;  hem  !  hem  !  he,  he,  hem  ! 

‘  Scand,  It  takes  ;  purfue  it,  in  the  name  of  love  and 

*  pleafure. 

‘  Mrs,  Fore,  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Forefight  ? 

‘  Fore,  Hum,  not  fo  well  as  I  thought  I  was.  Lend 

*  me  your  hand. 

‘  Scand,  Look  you  there  now.— Your  lady  fays  your 
‘  fieep  has  been  unquiet  of  late. 

‘  Fo7’e,  Very  likely! 

‘  Mrs,  Fore.  Oh,  mighty  refilefs !  but  I  was  afraid  to 
<  tell  him  fo.— He  has  been  fubjea  to  talking  and  Hart- 
‘  ing. 

‘  Scand,  And  did  he  not  ufe  to  be  fo  ?  ^ 

‘  Mrs,  Fore,  Never,  never ;  till  within  thefe  three 

*  nights,  I  cannot  fay  that  he  has  once  broken  my  reft 
‘  fince  we  have  been  married. 

‘  Fore,  I  will  go  to  bed. 

‘  Scand.  Do  fo,  Mr.  Forefight ;  and  fay  your  prayers. 
‘  — He  looks  better  than  he  did. 

‘  Afrs,  Fore.  Nurfe,  nurfe  ! 

‘  Fore,  Do  you  think  fo,  Mr.  Scandal  ? 
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*  Scand.  Yes,  yes;  I  hope  this  will  be  gone  by  morn* 

‘  ing  :  take  it  in  time. 

‘  Fore,  I  hope  fo, 

‘  Enter  Nurfe. 

‘  Mrs,  Fore,  Nurfe,  your  mailer  is  not  well ;  put  him 

*  to  bed. 

*  Scand.  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  fee ‘Valentine  in 

*  the  morning. — You  had  beft  take  a  little  diacodian  and 
‘  cowfiip-water,  and  lie  upon  your  back  j  may  be  you 
‘  may  dream. 

‘  Fore.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Scandal ;  I  will. — Nurfe,, 

‘  let  me  have  a  watch-light,  and  lay  The  Crumbs  of 
‘  Comfort  by  me. 

‘  Nurfe.  Yes,  Sir. 

‘  Fore.  And — hem,  hem  !  I  am  very  faint. 

‘  Scand.  No,  no,  you  look  much  better. 

‘  Fore.  Do  I  ?  And,  d’ye  hear — bring  me,  let  me  fee 
®  — within  a  quarter  of  twelve — hem — he,  hem  ! — juft 
‘  upon  the  turning  of  the  tide,  bring  me  the  urinal. — 

*  And  I  hope,  neither  the  lord  of  my  afeendant,  nor 
‘  the  moon  will  be  combuft;  and  then  I  may  do  well. 

‘  Sca7id.  I  hope  fo. — Leave  that  to  me  ;  I  will  eredf  a 

*  feheme  ;  and,  I  hope,  I  fliall  find  both  Sol  and  Venus 
‘  in  the  fixth  houfe. 

*  Fore.  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Scandal  ;  indeed  that  would 
‘  be  a  great  comfort  tome.  Hem,  hem  !  good  night. 

‘  {Exit, 

‘  Scaud.  Good  night,  good  Mr.  Forefight.  And  I 
‘  hope  Mars  and  Venus  will  be  in  conjundlion — while 
‘  your  wife  and  1  are  together. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Well ;  and  what  ufe  do  you  hope  to  make 

*  of  this  projedl  ?  You  don’t  think  that  you  are  ever  like 
^  to  fucceed  in  yourdefign  upon  me  ? 

‘  Scmid.  Yes,  faith,  I  do;  I  have  a  better  opinion 
‘  both  of  you  and  myfelf,  than  to  defpair. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore,  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  toad  ? - 

‘  Hark’ye,  devil ;  do  you  think  any  woman  honeft 

*  Scand.  Yes,,  feveral,  very  honeft— they’ll  cheat  a 
‘  little  at  cards,  fometimes ;  but  that’s  nothing. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Plhaw  !  but  virtuous,  I  mean  ? 

‘  Scand.  Yes,  faith,  I  believe  fome  women  are  vlr- 
‘  tuous  too ;  but  ’tls,  as  i  believe  fome  men  are  valiant, 

‘  through 
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‘  through  fear — For  why  fliould  a  man  court  danger,  or 
‘  a  woman  fliun  pleafure  ? 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Oh,  monflrous !  What  are  confcience  and 
‘  honour  ? 

‘  Sca?ui,  Why,  honour  Is  a  public  enemy  ;  and  eon- 
‘  fclence  a  domelHc  thief :  and  he  that  would  fecure 
‘  his  pleafure,  mull  pay  a  tribute  to  one,  and  go  halves 

*  with  t’other!  As  for  honour,  that  you  have  fecured  ; 

<  for  you  have  purchafed  a  perpetual  opportunity  for 
‘  pleafure. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore,  An  opportunity  for  pleafure  ? 

‘  Scan^J.  Ay,  your  hufband  ;  a  hulband  is  an  oppor- 

<  tunity  for  pleafure.  So  you  have  taken  care  of  ho- 

*  nour,  and  ’tis  the  lead;  I  can  do  to  take  care  of  con- 
‘  fcience. 

‘  Mrs,  Fore,  And  fo  you  think  we  are  free  for  one 
‘  another  ? 

‘  6V.W.  Yes,  faith,  I  think  fo;  I  love  to  fpeakmy. 
f  mind. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Why  then  I’ll  fpeak  my  mind.  Now,  as 

*  to  this  alfair  between  you  and  me.  Here  you  make 
‘  love  to  me  ;  why,  I’ll  confefs  it  does  not  difpleafe  me. 

‘  Your  perfonis  well  enough,  and  your  underftanding  is 
‘  not  amifs. 

‘  Scand.  I  have  no  great  opinion  of  myfelf  j  but,  I 

*  tJiink,  I’m  neither  deformed,  nor  a  fool. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  But  you  have  a  villainous  charadter;  you 
»  are  a, libertine  in  fpeech,  as  well  as  pradice. 

‘  Scaud.  Come,  I  know  what  you  would  fay — you' 
‘  think  it  more  dangerous  to  be  feen  in  converfation 
‘  with  me,  than  to  allow  fome  othei;  men  the  laft  fa- 

*  vour.  You  midake;  the  liberty  I  take  in  talking  is 
‘  purely  affeded,  for  the  fervice  of  your  fex.  He  that 
‘  did:  cries  out  flop  thief,  is  often  he  that  has  dolen  the- 
‘  treafure.  I  am  a  juggler,  that  ad  by  confederacy ; 

*  and,  if  you  pleafe,  we’ll  put  a  trick  upon  the  world. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Ay;  but  you  are  fuch  an  univerfal  jug- 
t  g]er _ that  I’m  afraid  you  have  a  great  many  confede- 

*  rates. 

‘  Scand.  Faith,  I’m  found. 

‘  M-s,  Fore,  Oh,  fie !— I’ll  fvvear,  you’re  Impudent. 

•  Scandt 
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‘  Scand,  I’ll  fwear,  you’re  handfome. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Pifli,  you’d  tell  me  fo,  though  you  did 
*•  not  think  fo. 

‘  ScYind.  And  you’d  think  fo,  though  I  fhould  not  tell 
‘  YOU  fo  ;  and  now  I  think  we  know  one  another  pretty 
‘  well. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Oh,  lord!  w'ho’s  here  ? 

‘  Enter  Mrs.  Frail  and  Ben. 

‘  Ben.  Mefs,  I  love  to  fpeak  my  mind — Father  has 
‘  nothing  to  do  with  me — Nay,  I  can’t  fay  that  neither  ; 

‘  he  has  foinething  to  do  with  me.  But  what  docs  that 
‘  fignify  ?  If  fo  be,  that  I  ben’t  minded  to  be  rteered 
‘  by  him  ;  ’tis  as  tho’f  he  fliould  hrive  againll  wind  and 
‘  tide. 

‘  Mrs.  Frail.  Ay,  but  my  dear,  we  muft  keep  it  fe- 
‘  cret  ’till  the  eftate  be  fettled  ;  for  you  know  manying 
‘  without  an  eftate,  is  like  failing  in  a  ftiip  without  bal- 
‘  laft. 

‘  Ben.  He,  he,  he ;  why  that’s  true  ;  juft  fo  for  all 
‘  the  world  it  is  indeed,  as  like  as  two  cable  ropes. 

‘  Mrs.  Frail.  And  though  I  have  a  good  portion  ;  you 
‘  know  one  would  not  venture  all  in  one  bottom. 

"  ‘  Ben.  Why  that’s  true  again,  for  may-hap  one  bottom 
*  may  fpring  a  leak.  You  have  hit  it  indeed,  mefs, 

‘  you’ve  nicked  the  channel. 

‘  Mrs.  Frail.  Well,  but  if  you  fiiould  forfake  me  after 
<  all,  you’d  break  my  heart. 

^  ‘  Ben,  Break  your  heart?  I’d  rather  the  Marygold 

fliould  break  her  cable  in  a  ftorm,  as  well  as  I  love  her. 
Flelh,  you  don’t  think  I’m  falfe-hearted,  like  a  land 
man,  A  failor  will  be  honeft,  tho’f  may-hap  he  has 

never  a  penny  of  money  in  his  pocket - May-hap  I 

may  not  have  fo  fair  a  face  as  a  citizen  or  a  courtier  ; 

‘  but  for  all  that.  I’ve  as  good  blood  in  my  veins,  and  a 
‘  heart  as  found  as  a  bifket. 

‘  Mrs.  Frail.  And  will  you  love  me  always  ? 

‘  Ben,  Nay,  an  I  love  once,  I’ll  ftick  like  pitch  ;  I’ll 
‘  tell  you  that.  Come,  I’ll  fmg  you  a  fong  of  a  failor. 

‘  Mrs.  Frail.  Flold,  there’s  my  filler,  I’ll  call  hea*  to 
'  hear  it. 

‘  Mrs,  Fore.  Well,  I  won’t  go  to  bed  to  my  hufband 

‘  to- 
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‘  to-niglit,  becaufe  I’ll  retire  to  my  own  chamber,  and 

*  think  of  what  you  have  faid. 

‘  Scan,  Well,  you’ll  give  me  leave  to  wait  upon  you 
I  *  to  your  chamber-door  j  and  leave  you  my  laft  inllruc- 
i  ‘  tions  ? 

*  Mrs.  Fore.  Hold,  here’s  my  lider  coming  towards  us. 

*  Mrs.  Frail.  It  it  w'on’c  interrupt  you.  I’ll  entertain 
^  you  with  a  fong. 

‘  Ben.  The  fong  was  made  upon  one  of  our  fliips 
‘  crew’s  wife;  our  boat-lwain  mader  the  fong,  may-hap 
‘  you  may  know  her,  Sir.  Before  die  married,  die 

*  was  called  buxom  Joan  of  Deptford. 

‘  Scan.  I  have  heard  of  her.  [Ben 

‘BALLAD, 

‘  A  foldier  and  a  failor, 

‘  A  tinker,  and  a  taylor, 

‘  Had  once  a  doubtful  ftrife,  Sir, 

‘  To  make  a  maid  a  wite,  Sir, 

‘  Whole  name  was  buxom  Joan, 

‘  For  now  the  time  was  ended, 

‘  When  die  no  more  intended, 

‘  To  lick  her  lips  at  men,  Sir, 

And  gnaw  the  dieets  in  vain,  Sir, 

‘And  lie  o’nights  alone. 

*  The  foldier  fwore  like  thunder, 

‘  He  lov’d  her  more  than  plunder  ; 

‘  And  fliew’d  her  many  a  fear.  Sir, 

‘  d'hat  he  had  brought  from  far,  Sir, 

‘  With  fighting  tor  her  fake. 

‘  The  taylor  thought  to  pleafeher, 

‘  With  off ’ring  her  his  meafure. 

‘  ITe  tinker  too  w'ith  mettle, 

‘  Said  he  could  mend  her  kettle, 

‘  And  flop  up  ev’ry  leak. 

‘  BiitwTile  thefe  three  were  prating, 

‘  1'he  failor  dlly  waiting, 

‘  Thought  if  it  came  about,  Sir, 

‘  That  they  fliould  all  falfout,  Sir, 

‘  He  then  might  play  his  part. 
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‘  And  jufl  e’en  as  he  meant,  bn*’ 

‘  To  loggerheads  they  went,  Sir, 

‘  And  then  he  let  fly  at  her, 

‘  A  fliot’twixt  wind  and  water, 

‘  That  won  this  fair  maid’s  heart. 

r 

‘  Ben,  If  fome  of  our  crew  that  came  to  fee  me,  are 
*■  not  gone,  you  fliall  fee  that  we  failors  can  dance  fome- 
‘  times  as  well  as  other  folks.  \}'ViyiJilcs.'\  I  warrant  that 
‘  brings  them,  if  they  be  wdthin  hearing. 

‘  Etitcr  Seamen, 

‘  Oh,  here  they  be  ! — and  fiddles  along  with  them— • 
Come,  my  lads,  let’s  have  a  round,  and  I’ll  make  one. 

\_Dancc, 

‘  We’re  merry  folks,  we  failors ;  we  han’t  much  to  care 
‘  for.  Thus  we  live  at  fea ;  eat  bifeuit,  and  drink  flip  ; 

‘  put  on  a  clean  fhirt  once  a  quarter— come  home,  and 
‘  lie  with  our  landladies  once  a  year,  get  rid  of  a  little 
‘  money  ;  and  then  put  off  with  the  next  fair  wind.  How 
‘  d’ye  like  us, 

‘  Mrs.  Frail,  Oh,  you  are  the  happieff,  merrleil:  men. 

‘  alive ! 

‘  Mrs.  Fore,  We’re  beholden  to  Mr.  Benjamin  for  this 
‘  entertainment. — I  believe  it  is  late. 

‘  Ben.  Why,  forfooth,  an  you  think  fo,  you  had 

*  beft  go  to -bed.  For  my  part,  I  mean  to  tofs  a  can, 

6  and  remember  my  fw'eet-heart,  afore  I  turn  in ;  may- 

*  hap  I  may  dream  of  her  ! 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Mr.  Scandal,  you  had  beff  go  to  bed,  and 

*  dream  too. 

‘  Scancl.  Why,  faith,  I  have  a  good  lively  imagina- 
‘  ti  )n;  and  can  dream  as  much  to  the  purpofe  as  another, 
^  if  I  *fet  about  it.  But  dreaming  is  the  poor  retreat  of 

*  a  lazy,  hopelefs,  and  inipertedl  lover ;  ’tis  the  lail 
t  gl'mpfe  of  love  to  worn-out  finners,  and  the  faint 

dawning  ot  a  blifs  to  vyiflung  girls  and  growing  boys* 

*  There’s  nought  but  willing  waking  love  that  can 

*  Make  bleff  the  ripen’d  maid  and  flnifli’d  man.*  * 

( 

\ 

End  of  the  Third  Act. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  Valentine’s  Lo3gings» 

Enter  Scandal  and  Jeremy. 

Scandal. 

«  _ 

WELL,  is  your  mailer  ready  ?  does  he  look  madly, 
and  talk  madly  ? 

Jcrc.  Yes  fir  ^  you  need  make  no  great  doubt  of  that; 
he  that  was  fo  near  turning  poet  yeflerday  morning,  can’t 
be  much  to  feek  in  playing  the  madman  to-day. 

Scan.  Would  he  have  Angelica  acquainted  with  the 
reafon  of  his  defign  ? 

Jere.  No,  fir;  not  yet. - He  has  a  mind  to  try, 

whether  his  playing  the  madman,  won’t  make  her  play 
the  fool,  and  fall  in  love  with  him;  or  at  leafi:  own,  that 
Ihe  has  lov’d  him  all  this  while,  and  conceal’d  it. 

Scan.  I  fav/  her  take  coach  juft  now  with  her  maid ;  and 
f  think  I  heard  her  bid  the  coachman  drive  hither. 

Jere.  Like  enough,  fir,  for  I  told  her  maid  this  morn¬ 
ing,  my  mafter  was  run  ftark  mad  only  for  love  of  her 
miftrefs  ;  I  hear  a  coach  ftop  ;  if  it  fliould  be  file,  fir, 
i  believe  he  would  not  fee  her,  ’till  he  hears  how  file 
takes  it. 

Scan.  Well,  I’ll  try  her— — ’Tis  file,  here  flie  comes. 

Enter  Angelica  <with  Jenny. 

Ang.  Mr.  Scandal,  I  fuppofe  you  don’t  think  it  a  no¬ 
velty,  to  fee  a  woman  vifit  a  man  at  his  own  lodgings  in  a 
morning  ? 

Scan.  Not  upon  a  kind  occafion,  madam.  But  when 
a  lady  comes  tyrannically  to  infult  a  ruin’d  lover,  and 
make  manifeft  the  cruel  triumphs  of  her  beauty;  the 
barbarlry  of  it  fomething  furprifes  me. 

Avg.  I  don’t  like  raillery  from  a  ferious  face. - -  - 

Pray  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  ? 

jere.  No  ftrange  matter,  madam  ;  my  mafter’s  mad, 
that’s  all :  I  fuppofe  your  ladyfiiip  has  thought  him  fo  a 
great  while. 

Ang.  How  d’ye  mean,  mad  ? 

Jere.  Why  faith,  madam,  he’s  mad  for  w'ant  of  his 
wits,  juft  as  he  was  poor  for  want  of  money  ;  his  head  is 
e’en  as  light  as  his  pockets ;  and  any  body  that  has  a 

E  mind 
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mind  to  a  bad  bargain,  can’t  do  better  than  to  beg  hint 

for  his  eilate.  .  .  . 

Ang.  If  you  fpeak  truth,  your  endeavouring  at  wit  is 

very  unfeafon£\ble - — — -  ^ 

She’s  concerned,  and  loves  him.  _ 

Ang.  Mr.  Scandal,  you  cannot  think  me  guilty  ot  fo  . 
much  inhumanity  as  not  to  be  concerned  for  a  man  I 

mull  own  mylelf  obliged  to - pray  tell  me  the  truth. 

Scan.  Faith,  Madam,  I  wiQi  telling  a  lie  would  mend 
the  matter.  But  this  is  no  new  cffedtof  an  unfuccefstul 
paffion. 

Ang.  ^AJlcIe']  I  know  not  what  to  think — yet  I  momd 

be  vext  to  have  a  trick  put  upon  me - may  I  not  fee 

him  ? 

Scan.  I’m  afraid  the  phyfician  is  not  willing  you  mould 
fee  him  yet — Jeremy,  go  in  and  enquire.  [£a7/ Jeremy. 

Ang.  Ha  1  I  faw  him  wink  and  fmile - 1  lancy  ’tis 

a  trick — I’ll  try - 1  w^ould  difguife  to  all  the  world  a 

falling,  which  I  muft  own  to  you — I  tear  my  happinefs 
depends  upon  the  recovery  of  Valentine.  ‘  Theretore  I 
‘  conjure  you  as  you  are  his  friend,  and  as  you  have  com- 
^  paffion  upon  one  feartul  of  affliiSion,  to  tell  me  what 

*  I  am  to  hope  for — I  cannot  fpeak. —  But  you  may  tell 

*  me,  for  you  know  what  I  would  atk.’ 

Scan.  So;  this  is  pretty  plain. - Be  not  too  much 

concerned.  Madam  ;  I  hope  his  condition  is  not  defpe- 
rate  ;  an  acknowledgment  of  love  from  you,  perhaps, 
may  work  a  cure  ;  as  the  fear  of  your  averhon  occafioned 
his  diftemper. 

Ang.  \_JJicle.']  Say  you  fo ;  nay  then  I  am  convinced. 
And  if  1  don’t  play  trick  for  trick,  may  I  never  tafte  the 

pleafureof  revenge - Acknowledgment  of  love!  I  find 

you  have  miftaken  my  compaffion,  and  think  me  guilty 
©f  a  weaknefs  I  am  a  llranger  to.  ‘  But  I  have  too  much 

*  fincerity  to  deceive  you,  and  too  much  charity  to  fuf- 
‘  fer  him  to  be  deluded  with  vain  hopes.’  Good  nature 
and  humanity  oblige  me  to  be  concerned  for  him  ;  but  to 
love  is  neither  in  my  power  nor  inclination  ;  ‘  and.  if  he 
‘  cannot  be  cured  without  I  fuck  the  poifon  from  his 

*  wounds,  I  am  afraid  he  won’t  recover  his  fenfes  till  I 

*  lofc  mine.* 
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Sca;^.  Hey,  brave  woman,  Tfaith - —Won’t  you  fee 

him  then,  if  he  dehre  it  ? 

yy»£;-.  What  fignity  a  madman’s  defires  ?  Befides, 
^twoii’d  make,  me  uneafy — If  I  don’t  fee  him,  perhaps 

I  my  concern  for  him  may  lelfen - If  I  forget  him 

’tis  no  more  than  he  has  done  by  himfelf;  and  now  the 
furprife  is  over,  methinks  I  am  not  half  fo  forry  as  I 
was. - 

Sc^a^^,  So,  faith  good  nature  works  apace  ;  you  were 
confefiing  jufi:  now  an  obligation  to  his  love. 

But  I  have  confidered  that  pallions  are  unreafon- 
able  and  involuntary  ;  if  he  loves  he  cannot  help  it ;  and 
if  I  don’t  love,  I  cannot  help  it ;  no  more  than  he  can 
help  his  being  a  man,  or  I  my  being  a  woman ;  or  no 
more  than  I  can  help  the  want  of  inclination  to  fiay  lon¬ 
ger  here - Come,  Jenny.  \_E.xeunt  Ang.  and  Jenny, 

Enter  Jeremy. 

Scan,  Humph  ! - An  admirable  compofition,  faith, 

this  fame  womankind. 

Jere,  What,  is  file  gone,  Sir  ? 

Scan,  Gone  ;  why  file  was  never  here,  nor  any  whete 
elfe  ;  nor  I  don’t  know  her  if  I  fee  her ;  nor  you  neither, 

Jerc,  Good  lack  !  what’s  the  matter  now  ?  are  any 
more  of  us  to  be  mad  ?  why.  Sir,  my  mafier  longs  to  fee 
her;  and  is  almoil  mad  in  good  earnefi,  with  the  joyful 
;  news  of  her  being  here. 

Scan,  We  are  all  under  a  mifiake — Aik  no  quefiions, 
for  I  cannot  refolve  you  ;  but  I’ll  inform  your  mailer.  In 
the  mean  time,  if  our  projeef  fucceed  no  better  with  his 
father  than  it  does  with  his  mifirefs,  he  may  defeend  from 
his  exaltation  of  madnefs  into  the  road  of  common  fenfe, 
and  be  content  only  to  be  made  a  fool  with  other  reafona- 
ble  people,  I  hear  Sir  Sampfon.  You  know  your  cue$ 
I’ll  to  your  mafier.  \Exit  Scandal. 

Enter  Sir  Sampfon  Legend,  n^oltb  a  Lawyer. 

Sir  Samp,  D’ye  fee,  Mr.  Buckram,  here’s  the  paper 
figned  with  his  own  hand. 

Buck.  Good,  Sir.  And  the  conveyance  is  ready  drawn 
in  this  box,  if  he  be  ready  to  lign  and  feal. 

Sir  Samp.  Ready  !  body  o’me,  he  mull  be  ready  :  His 

fham  ficknefs  fiian’t  excule  him - O,  here’s  his  fi:oun« 

drcl.  Sirrah,  where’s  your  mafier  ? 

F  S  jere. 
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^cre.  Ah,  Sir,  -he’s  quite  gone. 

tsirSamp,  Gone!  what,  he  is  not  dead? 

'No,  Sir,  not  dead. 

6'/r  ^amp.  What,  is  he  gone  out  of  town,  run  away, 
ha  !  has  he  trick’d  me  ?  Speak,  varlet. 

Jere,  No,  no.  Sir,  he’s  fafe  enough.  Sir,  an  he  were 
but  as  found,  poor  gentleman.  He  is  indeed  here,  Sir, 
and  not  here,  Sir. 

bir  tamp.  Hey  day,  rafeal,  do  you  banter  me,  lirrah, 

•  d’ye  banter  me  ? - Speak,  lirrah,  where  is  he?  tor  I 

will  find  him. 

ere.  Would  you  could.  Sir;  for  he  has  loft  himfelf. 

Indeed,  Sir,  I  have  almoft  broke  my  heart  about  him - 

I  can’t  retrain  tears  when  I  think  of  him,  Sir;  I  am  as 
melancholy  for  him  as  a  paffing-bell,  lir  ;  or  a  horfe  in  a 
pound. 

tir  Samp,  A  pox  confound  your  fimilitudes.  Sir - 

Speak  to  be  underftood,  and  tell  me  in  plain  terms  what 
the  matter  is  with  him,  or  I’ll  crak  your  fool’s  fkull. 

Jere.  Ah,  you’ve  hit  it.  Sir;  that’s  the  matter  with 
him,  Sir ;  his  Ikull’s  crak’d,  poor  gentleman  ;  he  is  ftaik 
mad.  Sir. 

Sir  Samp,  Mad  ! 

Buck,  What,  is  he  Non  Compos  7 

Jere,  Quite  Non  Compos^  Sir. 

Buck,  Why  then  all  is  obliterated,  Sir  Sampfon,  if  he 
be  Non  Co7npos  Mentis^  his  adt  and  deed  will  be  of  no  ef- 
fedt,  it  is  not  good  in  law^ 

Sir  Samp,  Oons,  I  won’t  believe  it ;  let  me  fee  him, 
Sir - Mad,  I’ll  make  him  find  his  fenfes. 

Jere,  Mr.  Scandal  is  with  him.  Sir;  I’ll  knock  at  the 
door. 

[Goes  to  the  fc'C7ie^  ti'hich  opens  and difeovers  Valentine  (upon 
a  Couch  difordcrly  drcjjcd,)  and  Scandal. 

Sir  Samp,  How  nowq  what’s  here  to  do  ? 

Val.  Ha  !  Who’s  that  ?  [Starting, 

Scan,  For  heaven’s  fake,  foftly,  Sir,  and  gently  ;  don’t 
'  provoke  him. 

Cal,  Anfwer  me  ;  Who  is  that  ?  and  that  ? 

Sir  Samp,  Gads  bobs,  does  he  not  know  me  ?  Is  he 

mifehievous  ?  I’ll  fpeak  gently - Val,  Val,  doft  thou 

not  know  me,  boy  ?  not  know  thy  own  father,  Val  I  I 

am 
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am  tliy  own  father,  and  this  is  honeft  Brief  Buckram  the 
lawyer. 

Fal.  It  may  befo« - 1  did  not  know  you - 

the  world  is  full - - There  are  people  that  we  do- 

know,  and  people  that  we  do  not  know  ;  and  yet  the  fun 

fliines  upon  all  alike - There  are  lathers  that  have 

many  children ;  and  there ^are  children  that  have  many 

fathers - ’tis  drange  !  but  I  am  honed,  and  come  to- 

give  the  world  the  lie. 

Body  o’mc,  I  know  not  what  to  fty  to  him. 
Why  does  that  lawyer  wear  black  ?  - —  Does  he 

carry  his  confcience  without  iide  ? . — ■>—— —lawyer,  what 

art  thou  ?  doll  thou  know  me  ? 

Buck,  O  Lord,  what  mull  I  fay  — .Yes,  Sir. 

Val.  Thou  lied,  for  I  am -honeft.  ’Tis  hard  1  cannot 
get  a  livelihood  amongft  you.  I  have  been  fworn  out  cl 

Weftminfter-Hall  the''firft  day  of  every  term - Let  me- 

fee - - — No  matter  how  long - ‘.But  I’ll  tell  you 

‘  one  thing,  it  is  a  queftion  that  would  puzzle  an  arith- 
‘  metician,  if  you  would  afic  him,  whether  the  Bible 
‘  faves  more  fouls  in  'Weftmirifter-Abbey,  or  damns  mere; 
‘  in  Weftminfter-hall for  my  part,  I  am  honeft,  and 
cannot  tell ;  I  have  very  few  acquaintance. 

Hir  Samp.  Body  o’me,  he  talks  fenfibly  in  his  madnefs 
Has  he  no  intervals  ?. 

J  rc.  Very  fhort.  Sir. 

Buck.  Sir,  I  can  do  you  no  fervice  while  he  is  in  this 
condition  :  here  is  your  paper.  Sir— He  may  do  me  a 

mifehief  if  I  ftay — ^ - The  conveyance  is  ready,  Sir, 

if  he  recover  his  fenfes.  '[^E.xit  Buckram, 

.  Sir  Samp.  Hold,  hold,  don’t  you  go  yet. 

Sca7i.  You’d  better  let  him  go.  Sir;  and  fend  for  him 
if  there  be  occafion  ;  for  I  fancy  his  prefence  provokes 
him  more. 

Bal.  Is  the  lawyer  gone?  ’tis  well,  then  we  rnay 

drink  about  without  going  togetherby  the  ears - heigh 

ho  !  what  a  clock  is  it  ?  my  lather  here  !  your  blelfingf 
Sir  ? 

Sir  Samp.  He  recovers-- - blefs  thee,  Val,- . . 

How  doft  thou  do,  boy  ? 

Fal.  Thank  you.  Sir,  pretty  well-- - I  havebeej> 

alittlv^oiit  of  order ;  vvon’r  you  pleafe  to  lit,  Sir  ? 

F  %  Sir  Samp^ 
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sir  Samp.  Ay  boy, - Come,  thou  flialt  fit  down 

by  me. 

Fal.  Sir,  ’tis  my  duty  to  wait. 

.  Sir  Samp.  No,  no,  come,  come,  lit  thee  down,  honeit 

Vul :  How  doit  thou  do  ?  Let  me  feel  thy  pulfe - - 

Oh,  pretty  well  now,  Val :  body  o’me,  I  W’as  forry  to 
fee  thee  indilpofed  j  but  I  am  glad  thou  art  better,  hoiieft 

Val. 

P"aL  I  thank  you.  Sir, 

Scan.  Miracle  !  the  monher  grows  loving.  [Apde. 

Sir  Samp.  Let  me  feel  thy  hand  again,  Val :  It  does 
not  lhake — I  believe  thou  canll:  write,  Val  ;  ha,  boy, 

thou  canft  write  thy  name,  Val  ? - Jeremy,  Hep  and 

overtake  Mr.  Buckram;  bid  him  make  hafte  back  with  the 
conveyance;  quick;  quick.  [In  whifper  to  Jtrcmy. 

[Exit  Jeremy. 

Scan.  That  ever  I  fiiould  fufpeiH  fuch  a  heathen  of  any 

remorfe  1  ,  ,r  ,  s 

Sir  Samp.  DoH  thou  know  this  paper,  Val  ?  I  know 

thou  art  honeft,  and  wilt  perform  articles. 

[Shczvs  him  the  papor.,  hut  holds  it  out  of  his  reach. 

Fal.  Pray  let  me  fee  it.  Sir.  You  hold  it  fo  far  off, 
that  I  cannot  tell  whether  I  know  it  or  no. 

Sir  Samp.  See  it,  boy  ?  ay,  ay,  why  thou  doll  fee  it 

_ _ ’tis  thy  own  hand,  Vally.  Why  let  me  fee,  I  can 

read  it  as  plain  as  can  be  :  Look  you  here  [Reads]  The 
CondItIo7is  of  this  Obligation  —  Look  you,  as  plain  as  can 

be  fo  it  bemns—And  then  at  the  bottom - As  ^vvitnefs 

my  hand,  VALENTINE  LEGEND,  in 
great  letters.  Why,  ’tis  as  plain  as  the  nofe  on  one’s 
face  :  what,  are  my  eyes  better  than  thine  ?  I  believe  I 

can  read  it  farther  off  yet - ^let  me  fee. 

[Stretches  his  arm  as  far  as  he  cat^. 
Fal.  Will  you  pleafe  to  let  me  hold  it.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Samp.  Let  thee  hold  it,  fayft  thou - -Ay,  with 

all  my  heart - What  matter  is  it  who  holds  it  ?  What 

need  any  body  hold  it? - I’ll  put  it  in  my  pocket 

Val.  and  then  no  body  need  hold  it  [Puts  the  paper  in  his 

pocket.]  There,  Val,  it’s  fafe  enough,  boy - But 

thou  Aialt  have  it  as  foon  as  thou  haft  fet  thy  hand  to  ano-  I 
ther  paper,  little  Val. 


Enti)' 
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Enter  Jeremy  Kvlth  Buckram. 

EaL  What,  is  my  bad  genius  here  again  !  Oh  no,  ’tis 
the  lawyer  with  an  itching  palm  :  and  he  is  come  to  be 

icratched - My  nails  are  not  long  enough - Let 

me  have  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs  quickly,  quickly,  and 
you  fhall  fee  me  adf  St,  Dundan,  and  lead  the  devil  by 
the  nofe. 

Bicck.  O  Lord,  let  me  be  gone  ;  I’ll  not  venture  my- 
felf  with  a  madman.  Buckram. 

Eal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  j  you  need  not  run  fo  fall,  honelly 

will  not  overtake  you - Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  rogue  found 

me  out  to  be  in  for?tia pauperis  prefently. 

Sir  Samp,  Oons  !  What  a  vexation  is  here  !  I  know 
not  what  to  do,  or  fay,  nor  which  way  to  go. 

Val,  Who’s  that,  that’s  out  of  his  way  ?  I  am  honelf, 
and  can  fet  him  right---Harkee,  friend,  the  ftraight  road 
is  the  worft  way  you  can  go— — — He  that  follows  his 
‘  nofe  always,  will  very  often  be  led  into  a  llink,  Proba-> 

‘  turn  eji.  But  what  are  you  for,  religion  or  politics  ? 

‘  There’s  a  couple  of  topicks  for  you,  no  more  like  one 
‘  another  than  oil  and  vinegar  ;  and  yetthofetwo  beaten 
‘  together  by  a  hate  cook,  make  fauce  for  the  whole  na- 
‘  tion. 

‘  Sir  Samp.  What  the  devil  had  I  to  do,  ever  to  beget 

fons  !  Why  did  I  ever  marry  ? 

‘  Val.  Becaufe  thou  wert  a  monfer  ^  old  boy  ?  The 
‘  two  greatefi:  monfters  in- the  world,  are  a  man  and  a 
‘  woman  ?  What’s  thy  opinion  ? 

‘  Sir  Samp,  Why,  my  opinion  is,  that  thofe  two  mon- 
‘  flers  joined  together,  make  yet  a  greater,  that  is  a  man 
‘  and  his  wife.’ 

Fal.  A  ha  !  Old  Turnpenny,  fayeft  thou  fo  :  thou  liall 
nicked  it - but  it  is  wonderful  flrange,  Jeremy. 

Jere.  What  is,  Sir.'^ 

Fal.  That  grey  hairs  fliould  cever  a  green  head -  ■ 

and  I  make  a  fool  of  my  father.  What’s  here  !  Erre% 
pater ,,  or  a  bearded  fibyl  ?  If  prophecy  comes,,  truth  mud 
give  place.  • 

Enter  Forefight,  Mrs.  Forefight,  and  Mrs.  Frail. 

Fore.  What  fays  he  What,  did  he  prophecy  ?  Fla, 
Sir  Sampfon,  blefs  us !  How  are  wc  ? 

Sir  Saopi 
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Sir  Samp.  Are  we  ?  a  plague  o’  your  prognoflicatipnt 

_ Why,  we  are  fools  as  we  ufed  to  be - Oons,  that 

you  could  not  forelee,  that  the  moon  would  predoiniiyate, 
and  my  fon  be  mad Where  is  your  oppofitions, 

vour  trines,  and  your  quadrates - ‘  V  hat  did  your 

‘  Cordan  and  your  Ptolomy  tell  you  ?  Your  MelTahalah 

*  and  your  Longomontanus,  your  harmony  of  chiroman- 

*  cy  with  ailrology.’  Ah  !  plague  on  it,  that  I  that 

know  the  world,  and  men  and  manners,  that  don’t  believe 
a  fyllable  in  the  Iky  and  liars,  and  fun  and  almanacks,  and 
trafh,  fl-'ould  be  direded  by  a  dreamer,  an  omen-hunter, 
and  defer  bufmefs  in  expedation  of  a  lucky  hour,  when, 
body  o’me,  there  never  was  a  lucky  hour  after  the  lirll 
opportunity.  [Ev/V  Sir  Sampfon, 

£ore.  Ah,  Sir  Sampfon,  heaven  help  your  head - 

This  is  none  of  your  lucky  hour  ;  nemo  cmriihus  horis 
fapit.  What  is  he  gone,  and  in  contempt  of  fcience  !  Ill 
Fars,  and  unconvei  table  ignorance  attend  him. 

Scan,  You  muft  excufe  his  palfion,  Mr.  Forefight  ; 
for  he  has  been  heartily  vexed- -His  fon  is  non  cojnpos 
mentis.,  and  thereby  incapable  of  making  any  conveyance 
in  law  ;  fo  that  all  his  raeafures  are  difappointed. 

Fore,  Ha  !  fay  you  fo^.^ 

Mrs.  Frail,  What,  has- my  fea-loyer  loF  his  anchor  of 
hope  then  ?  \_Ajide  to  Mrs.  Forefight. 

Mrs.  Fo>c.  Oh,  filler,  wEat  wdll  you  do  with  him  ? 

Mrs.  Frail.  Do  with  him,  fend  him  to  fea  again  in  the 
nextfoul  weather— -Ke  is  ufed  to  an  inconftant  element, 
and  won’t  be  furprifed  to  fee  the  tide  turned. 

Fore.  Wherein  was  1  miFakcn,  not  to  forefee  this  ^ 

[Conjiders, 

‘  Scan.  Madam,  you  and  I  can  tell  him  fomething  elfe 

*  that  he  did  not  forefee,  and  more  particularly  relating  to 

‘  his  owai  fortune  !  il/rr.  Forefight.. 

‘  Mrs.  I'ore,  What  do  you  mean  ?  I  don’t  underhand 
‘  you. 

‘  Scan.  Hufli,  foftly--the  pleafures  of  lah  night,  my 
‘  dear  ;  too  confiderable  to  be  forgot  fo  foon. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  LaF  night  ?  and  what  would  your  impu- 
‘  dence  infer  from  laF  night  ?  LaF  night  was  like  the 
‘  night  before,  I  think. 

‘  Scan.  ’Sdcath,  do  you  make  no  d.lTerencc  between  me 
*  and  your  huihaiid  ? 
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*  Mrs.  Fore.  Not  much— he’s  fuperftitious ;  and  you 
‘  are  mad,  in  my  opinion. 

‘  Scan.  You  make  me  mad.— You  are  not  ferlous  ? 

'  ‘  - —Pray  recolleft  yourfelf. 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  O  yes,  now  I  remember,  you  were  very 

*  Impertinent  and  impudent-— and  would  have  come  to 
‘  bed  to  me. 

‘  Scan.  And  did  not  ? 

‘  Mrs.  Fore.  Did  not  !  With  wliat  face  can  you  afk  the 

*  queftion  ? 

‘  Scand.  This  I  have  beard  of  before,  but  never  be- 
<  lieved.  I  have  been  told  flie  had  that  admirable  quali- 
‘  ty  of  forgetting  to  a  man’s  face  in  the  morning,  that  ihe 
‘  had  lain  with  him  all  night;  and  denying  that  (lie  had 
‘  done  favours  with  more  impudence  than  fhe  could  grant 
‘  them. ---Madam,  I’m  your  humble  fervant,  and  honour 

t  you. — You  look  pretty  well,  Mr.  Forefight. - — « 

‘  How'  did  you  refl  bail  night  ? 

‘  Fore.  Truly,  Mr.  Scandal,  I  was  fo  taken  up  with 
‘  broken  dreams  and  diflradbed  vilions,  that  I  remember 

*  little.’ 

Scan.  But  would  you  not  talk  with  Valentine,  perhaps 
^  you  may  underhand  him  ;  I  am  apt  to  believe  there  is 
Ibmething  myherious  in  his  difcourfes,  and  fometimes 
rather  think  him  infpired  than  mad. 

Fore.  You  fpeak  with  fingular  good  judgment,^  Mr. 
Scandal,  truly— I  am  inclining  to  your  Turkifli  opinion 
in  this  matter,  and  do  reverence  a  man  whom  the  vulgar 

think  mad.  Let  us  go  to  him. 

S^Exeunt  Forelight  and  Scandal. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Siher,  do  you  go  with  them  ;  I’ll  find  out 
my  lover,  and  give  him  his  difcharge,  and  come  to  you. 
O’my  confcience  here  he  comes.  [Exit  Mrs,  Foxdig\\t 

Enter  Ben. 

Ben.  All  mad,  I  think - Flefli,  I  believe  all  the 

calentures  of  the  fea  are  come  afiiore,  for  my  part. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Mr.  Benjamin  in  choler  ! 

Ben.  No,  I  am  pleafed  well  enough,  now  I  hav£  found 
you— -Mefs,  I  have  had  fuch  a  hurricane  upon  your  ac¬ 
count  yonder. - - 

Mrs  Frail.  My  account,  pray,  what’s  the  mafter  ?  ^ 
Ben,  Why,  father  came  and  found  me  fquabbling  with 

yon 
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yon  chitty-faced  thing,  as  he  would  have  me  many,---fo 
he  afked  what  was  the  matter  --He  afked  in  a  furly  fort  of 
a  way--- (It  feems  brother  Val  is  gone  mad,  and  fo  that 
put’n  into  a  paffion  ;  but  what  did  I  know  of  that,  what’s 
that  to  me  r) - So  he  afked  in  a  furly  fort  of  a  man¬ 

ner,— -and  gad  I  anfwered  ’en  as  furlily,  what  tho’f  he 
be  my  father,  I  an’t  bound  prentice  to  ’en  :---fo  faith,  I 
told’n  in  plain  terms,  if  I  were  minded  to  marry  I’d 
marry  to  pleafe  myfelf,  not  him  :  and  for  the  young  wo¬ 
man  that  he  provided  for  me,  I  thought  it  more  fitting 
for  her  to  learn  her  fampler,  and  to  make  dirt  pies,  than 
to  look  after  a  hufhand;  for  my  part  I  was  none  of  her  man. 
---I  had  another  voyage  to  make,  let  him  take  it  as  he  will. 

Mrs.  Frail.  So  then  you  intend  to  go  to  fea  again  ? 

Ben.  Nay,  nay,  my  mind  run  upon  you, — but  I  wou’d 
not  tell  him  fo  much — So  he  faid  he’d  make  my  heart  ake; 
and  if  fo  be  that  he  could  get  a  woman  to  his  mind,  he’d 
marry  himfelf.  Gad,  fays  I,  an  you  play  the  fool  and 
marry  at  thele  years,  there’s  more  danger  of  your  head’s 
aklng  than  my  heart,  — FIc  was  woundy  angry  when  I 
gav'n  that  wipe---FIe  had’nt  a  word  to  fay,  and  fo  I  left’n, 
and  the  green  girl  together;  may  hap  the  bee  may  bite, 
and  he’ll  marry  her  himfelf,  with  all  my  heart. 

Mrs.  ¥rail.  And  were  you  this  undutiful  and  gracelef* 
wretch  to  your  father? 

Ben.  Then  why  was  he  gracelefs  firfl. - ‘  If  lain 

‘  undutiful  and  gracelefs,  why  did  he  beget  me  fo  ?  I  did 
‘  not  get  myfelf.’ 

Mrs.  Frail.  O  impiety  !  how  have  I  been  miflaken  ! 
What  an  inhuman  mercilefs  creature  have  I  fet  my  heart 
upon  ?  O  I  am  happy  to  have  difeovered  the  (1. elves  and 
quickfands  that  lurk  beneath  that  faithlefs  fmiling  *face. 

Bc)}.  Hey  tofs  !  What’s  the  matter  now  ?  why  you 
ben’t  angrv,  be  you  ?  ^ 

Mrs.  I'rail.  O  fee  me  no  more, ---for  thou  wert  bom 
amongft  rocks,  fuckled  by  wlialcs,  cradled  in  a  temped, 
and  whldlcd  to  by  winds  ;  and  thou  art  come  forth  with 
fins  andfcales,  and  three  rows  of  teeth,  a  mod  outrage¬ 
ous  filh  of  prey. 

Bc7i.  O  Lord,  O  Lord,  flic’s  mad,  poorymung  woman, 
love  has  turned  her  fenfes,  her  brain  is  quite  overfet. 
Well  a-day,  how  fliall  I  do  to  fet  her  to  rights  ? 
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Jirj.  Frail.  No,  no,  I  am  not  mad,  monfler,  I  am 
I  wife  enough  to  lind  you  out. — Hadftthou  the  impudence 
;  to  alpireat  being  a  fiufband  with  that  Eubborn  and  difo- 
'  bedient  temper  ?  You  that  know  not  how  to  lubmit  to  a 
father,  preiume  to  have  a  fufficient  flock  of  duty  to  un¬ 
dergo  a  wife?  I  fhould  have  been  finely  fobbed  indeed 
very  finely  fobb’d.  ’ 


iicti.  Fiarkee  foi  footh  j  if  fo  be  that  you  are  in  your 
right  fenfes,  d’ye  fee  ;  for  ought  as  I  perceive  I’m  like 


to  be  finely  fobb’d— if  I  have  got  anger  here  upon  your 
account,  and  you  are  tacked  about  already.— _ -What 


d’ye  mean,  after  all  your  fair  fpeeches,  and  firoaking  my 
cheeks,  and  killing  and  hugging,  what  would  you  Iheer 
oiT  fo  ?  Would  you,  and  leave  me  a-ground  ? 

Mrs.  Frail.  No,  I’ll  leave  you  a-drift,  and  go  which 
way  you  will. 

Ben.  What,  are  you  falfe-hearted  then  ? 

Mrs.  Frail.  Only  the  w'ind’s  chang’d  ? 

Ben.  More  fiiame  for  you,— the  wind’s  chang’d  ? _ 

It’s  an  ill  wind  blows  nobody  good, - - - may-hap  I 


have  a  good  riddance  on  you,  if  thefe  be  your  tricks--^ 
what  did  you  mean  all  this  while,  to  make  a  fool  of  me  ? 

Mrs.  Frail.  Any  fool  but  a  hufband, 

Ben.  Hufband  1  Gad  I  would  not  be  your  hufband,  if 
you  would  have  me ;  now  I  know  your  mind,  tho’f  you 
had  your  weight  in  gold  and  jewels,  and  tho’f  I  loved  you 
never  fo  well. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Why,  can’fl  thou  love,  porpus  ? 

Ben.  No  matter  w^hat  I  can  do  ;  don’t  call  names.— H 
don’t  love  you  To  well,  as  to  bear  that,  whatever  I  did  — - 
I  am  glad  you  fliew  yourfelf,  miflrefs Let  them  maVry 
you,  as  don’t  know  you  :--Gad,  I  know  you  too  well,  by 
fad  experience  ;  I  believe  he  that  marries  you  will  go  to 

fea  in  a  hen-peck’d  frigate - 1  believe  that,  youncr 

woman - and  may-hap  may  come  to  an  anchor  ^ 


Cuckold’s  Point ;  fo  there’s  a  dafli  for  you,  take  it  as  you 
will,  may-hap  you  may  holla  after  me  when  I  won’t  come 

,  Exit  Fen, 

Mrs.  Frail.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  no  doubt  on’t,--“  My  true 
re  is  gone  to  fea” - 

Forefight. 

s  t  Ft  ail.  Ohj  fiflei  .  had  you  come  a  minute  fooner, 
^  you 


lot 
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you  would  have  feen  the  refolution  of  a  lover.  Honell: 
tar  and  I  are  parted,  and  with  the  fame  indifference  that 
we  met.  O’my  life^  I  am  half  vexed  at  the  infenlibility 
of  a  brute  that  I  defpifed. 

Mrs.  Fore.  What  then,  he  bore  it  moff  heroically  ? 

Mrs.  Frail.  Moil  tyrannically  ;  for  you  fee  he  has  got 
the  Hart  of  me,  and  I,  the  poor  forfaken  maid,  am  left 
complaining  on  the  fhore.  But  I’ll  tell  you  a  hint  that 
he  has  given  me ;  Sir  Sampfon  is  enraged,  and  talks  del- 
perately  of  committing  matrimony  himfelf.  If  he  has  a 
mind  to  throw  himfelf  away,  he  can’t  do  it  more  effeffu- 
ally  than  upon  me,  if  we  could  bring  it  about, 

Mrs.  Fore.  Oh,  bang  him,  old  fox,  he’s  too  cunning  ! 
befides  he  hates  both  you  and  me.  But  I  have  a  project 
in  my  head  for  you  ;  and  I  have  gone  a  good  way  to¬ 
wards  it.  I  have  almoft  made  a  bargain  with  Jeremy, 
Valentine’s  man,  to  fell  his  mailer  to  us. 

Mrs.  Frail.  Sell  him  !  how  ? 

,  Mrs,  Fore.  Valentine  raves  upon  Angelica,  and  took 
me  for  her,  and,  Jeremy  fays,  will  take  any  body  for  her 
that  he  impofes  on  him.  Now  I  have  promifed  him 
mountains,  if,  in  one  of  his  mad  fits,  he  will  bring  you  to 
thim  in  her  Head,  and  get  you  married  together,  ‘  and  put 

to  bed  together;  and  alter  confummation,  girl,  there’s 
*  no  revoking:  and  if  he  Iliould  recover  his  fenfes,  he’ll 
‘  be  glad,  at  leall,  to  make  you  a  good  fettlement.’  Here 
they  come  ;  Hand  ahde  a  little,  and  tell  me  how  you  like 
the  defign. 

F.nier  Valentine,  Scandal,  Forefight,  arid  Jeremy. 

ISoan.  And  have  you  given  your  mailer  a  hint  of  their 
plot  upon  him  ?  [do  Jeremy. 

Jer.  Yes,  Sir  ;  he  fays  he’ll  favour  it,  and  millake  her 
for  Angelica. 

Scafi.  It  may  make  us  fport. 

Fore.  Mercy  on  U£  ! 

Val.  Hullit - interrupt  me  not - I’ll  whifper  pre- 

didlion  to  thee,  and  thou  lhalt  prophefy  ;  ‘lam  honell, 

‘  and  can  teach  thy  tongue  a  new  tricky’  I  have  told 
thee  what’s  pail ;  now  I’ll  tell  thee  what’s  to  come.  Doll 
thou  know  what  will  happen  to-moriow'?  Anfwer  me 
not  ;  lor  I  will  tell  thee  :  to-morrow,  knaves  will  thrive 
tliro’  crait,  and  fools  thro’  fortune,  and  honelly  will  go 

as 
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as  it  did,  troA  nipt  in  a  fammer-fuit.  Afk  me  queilioiis 
concerning  to-morrow. 

Scan.  Aik  him,  Mr.  Forefight. 

Fore.  Ih-ay,  what  will  be  done  at  court  ? 

Fal  Scandiil  will  tell  you:  I  am  Honefty;  I  never 
come  there. 

Fere.  In  the  city 

Fal.  Oh,  prayers  will  be  faid  in  empty  churches  at  the 
ufual  hours:  yet  you  will  fee  fuch  zealous  faces  behind 
counters,  as  if  religion  were  to  be  fold  in  every  Ihop. 
Oh,  things  will  go  methodically  in  the  city  ;  the  clocks 
will  firike  twelve  at  noon,  and  the  horned  herd  buz  in  the 
Exchange  at  two,  ‘  Wives  and  hufbands  will  drive  di- 
‘  hind  trades,  and  care  and  pleafure  feparately  occupy 
‘  the  family.  Coftee-houfes  will  be  full  of  fmoke  and 
‘  firatagem  ;  and  the  cropped  ’prentice,  that  fweeps  his 
‘  mafter’s  fiiop  in  the  morning,  may,  ten  to  one,  dirty  his 
‘  fiteets  before  night.  But  there  are  two  things  that  you 
‘  will  fee  very  fi range  j  which  are,  wanton  wives,  with 
‘  legs  at  liberty,  and  tame  cuckolds,  with  chains  about 
‘  their  necks.’  But  hold,  I  mufl  examine  you  before  I 
go  hirther  ;  you  look  fufpicioufly.  Are  you  a  hulband  ? 

Fore.  I  am  married. 

Fal.  Poor  creature  !  Is  your  wife  of  Covent-yarden 
pai'ifli  I 


Fore.  No  ;  St.  Martin’s  in  the  Fields. 

Fal.  Alas,  poor  man  !  his  eyes  are  funk,  and  his  hands 
flirivelled ;  his  legs  dwindled,  and  his  back  bowed  : 
pray,  pray  for  a  metamorphofis  :  change  thy  fiiape,  and 
lhake  off  age  :  get  thee  Medea’s  kettle,  and  be  boiled 
.anew  ,*  come  forth  with  labouring,  callous  hands,  a  chine 
of  fieel,  and  Atlas’  llioulders.  Let  Taliacotius  trim  the 
calves  or  tvtenty  chairmen,  and  make  thee  pedeffals  to 
Hand  erect  upon,  and  look  matrimony  in  the  face.  Ha 
ha,  ha  !  that  a  man  fiiould  have  a  ftomach  to  a  wedding 
liipper,  when  the  pigeons  ought  rather  to  be  laid  to  his 
feet  ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Fore.  His  frenzy  is  very  high  now,  Mr.  Scandal. 

Scan.  1  believe  it  is  a  fpring  tide. 

fore.  Very  likely  truly ;  you  underfland  thefe  mat¬ 
ters.  Mr.  fcandal,  I  lliall  be  very  glad  to  confer  wiUi 

you 
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you  about  thefe  things  which  he  has  uttered.  His  fay- 
ings  are  very  myfterious  and  hieroglyphical. 

P^aL  Oh,  why  ihould  Angelica  be  abfent  from  my  eyes 
fo  long  ? 

Jer»  She’s  here,  Sir. 

Mrs,  Fore,  Now,  fifter. 

Mrs,  Frail.  Oh,  lord  !  what  muft  I  fay  ? 

Scasi,  Humour  him,  madam,  by  all  means. 

Fal,  Where  is  Ihe  ?  Oh,  1  fee  her  !— She  comes,  like 
riches,  health  and  liberty  at  once,  to  a  defpairing,  ftar- 
ving,  and  abandoned  wretch.  Oh,  welcome,  welcome  I 
Mrs.  Frail.  How  d’ye  do,  Sir  ?  Can  I  ferve  you  ? 

ral.  Hark’e - 1  have  a  fecret  to  tell  you - Endy- 

mion  and  the  moon  fhall  meet  us  upon  Mount  Latinos, 
and  we’ll  be  married  in  the  dead  ot  night.  But  lay  not 
a  word.  Hymen  lhall  put  his  torch  into  a  dark  lanthorn, 
that  it  may  be  fecret ;  and  Juno  fliall  give  her  peacock 
poppy-water,  that  he  may  fold  his  ogling  tail,  and  Ar- 
ous’s  hundred  eyes  be  lliut,  ha  !  nobody  flrall  know  but 
Jeremy. 

Mrs.  Frail.  No,  no,  we’ll  keep  it  fecret ;  it  fliall  be 
done  prefen tly. 

FaU  The  fooner  the  better - Jeremy,  come  hither  . 

_ clofer,  that  none  may  over-hear  us - Jeremy,  I  can 

tell  you  news  ;  Angelica  is  turned  nun,  and  I  am  turning 
friar  ;  and  yet  we’ll  many  one  another  in  fpite  of  the 
pope  '  '  Cjet  me  a  cowl  and  beads,  that  I  may  piay  my 

part ;  for  ftie’ll  meet  me  two  hours  hence  in  black  and 
white,  and  a  long  veil  to  cover  the  projed  ;  and  we 
won’t  fee  one  another’s  faces,  till  we  have  done  fome- 
thing  to  be  alliamed  of;  and  then  we’il  bluih  once  for  all. 
Enter  Tattle  and  Angelica. 

"Jer,  I’ll  take  care,  ^and - 

Val.  Whifper. 

Ang.  Nay,  Mr.  Tattle,  if  you  make  love  to  me,  you 
fpoilrny  defign  ;  for  I  intended  to  make  you  my  con¬ 
fident. 

Tat.  But,  Madam,  to  throw  away  your  perfon;  fuch 
a  perfon,  and  fuch  a  fortune,  on  a  madman  ! 

'Ang.  I  never  loved  him  till  he  was  mad — but  don’t 

tell  any  body  fo. 

Scan.  How's  this  ?  Tattle  making  love  to  Angelica  ! 
Tat.  Tell,  Madam  I  Alas,  you  don’t  know  me  1 - 1 
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fiave  much  ado  to  tell  your  ladyfhip  how  long  I  have 
been  in  love  with  you  :  but,  encouraged  by  the  impolli- 
bility  of  Valentine’s  making  any  more  addrelTes  to  you, 

1  1  have  ventured  to  declare  the  very  inmofl  pallion  of  my 

j  heart.  Oh,  Madam  !  look  upon  us  both.  There  you 
fee  the  ruins  of  a  poor  decayed  creature — Here  a  com¬ 
plete  and  lively  figure,  with  youth  and  health,  and  all  hi& 
i  five  fenfes  in  perfedion,  hladam  ;  and  to  all  this,  the 

1  mofi:  palfionate  lover - - 

Oh,  fie  for  fliame,  hold  your  tongue  I  a  puf- 
j  fionate  lover,  and  five  fenfes  in  perfedion  !  When  you 
I  are  as  mad  as  Valentine,  Til  believe  you  love  me  ;  and 
i  the  maddell:  lhall  take  me. 

Fal,  It  is  enough.  Ha  !  who’s  here  ? 

Mrs,  Lrail,  Oh,  lord  !  her  coming  will  fpoil  all. 

\To  Jeremy, 

Jer,  No,  no,  Madam,  he  won’t  know  her;  if  he 
I  fiiould,  I  can  perfuadehim, 

F'aL  Scandal,  who  are  thefe  ?  Foreigners  ?  If  they 
are,  Til  tell  you  what  I  think - Get  away  all  the  com¬ 

pany  but  Angelica,  that  I  may  difeover  my  defign  to  her, 

[  l^^hifper. 

Scan,  I  will - 1  have  difeovered  fomething  of  Tattle,. 

*  that  is  of  a  piece  with  Mrs.  Frail.  He  courts  Angelica  ; 
if  we  could  contrive  to  couple  them  together — Hark’e-— 

\fV7jiJperm 

Mrs,  Fore,  He  won’t  know  you,  coufin ;  he  knows 
nobody. 

Fore,  But  he  knows  more  than  any  body.  Oh,  niece, 
he  knows  things  pafi  and  to  come,  and  all  the  profound 
fecrets  of  time. 

Tat,  Look  you,  Mr.  Forefight,  it  is  not  my  way  to 
make  man}?’  words  of  matters  ;  fo  I  fiian’t  fay  much. 
Bur,  in  fliort,  d’ye  fee,  I  will  hold  you  a  hundred  pounds 
now,  that  I  know  more  fecrets  than  he. 

Fore.  How  !  I  cannot  read  that  knowledge  in  your 
face,  Mr.  Tattle.  Pray,  what  do  you  know  ? 

Tat.  Why,  d’ye  think  Til  tell  you.  Sir?  Read  it  in 
my  face  !  no,  Sir,  ’tis  written  in  my  heart ;  and  fafer 
there,  Sir,  than  letters  writ  in  juice  of  lemon  ;  for  no  fire 
can  fetch  it  out.  I  am  no  blab,  Sir. 

ral.  Acquaint  Jeremy  with  it ;  he  may  eafily  bring  it 

G  z  about 
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about"  They  are  welcome,  and  I’ll  tell  them  Ib  my- 
ielf.  [To  Scandal.]  What,  do  you  look  Grange  upon  me  ? 
'^I'heii  I  muft-be  plain.  [Coining  up  to  thcmC\  i  am  Ho- 
nelly,  and  hate  an  old  acquaintance  with  a  new  face. 

[Scandal  goes  afide  vjith  Jeremy. 
Tat.  Do  you  know  me,  Valentine? 

Fal.  You  ?  Who  are  you  ?  No,  I  hope  not. 

Tat.  I  am  Jack  Tattle,  your  friend. 

Fell.  My  friend  !  what  to  do  ?  I  am  no  married  man, 
and  thou  canil  not  lie  with  my  wile  :  I  am  very  poor,  and 
thou  canfl  nor  borrow  money  of  me.  Then  what  em- 
plovment  have  I  tor  a  friend  ? 

Ta  .  Ha  !  a  good  open  fpeaker,  and  not  to  be  truiled 
with  a  fecret. 

Jlng,  Do  you  know  me,  Valentine? 

•  Vnl.  Oh,  very  well  ! 

Ang.  Who  am  I  ? 

Val.  You  are  a  woman  ;  one  to  whom  Heaven  gave 
beauty,  when  it  grafted  rofes  on  a  briar.  You  are  th« 
reflexion  of  heaven  in  a  pond  ;  and  he  that  leaps  at  you 
is  funk.  You  are  all  white,  a  Iheet  of  lovely  fpotlefs  pa¬ 
per,  when  you  firfl:  are  born  ;  but  you  are  to  be  fcrawled 
and  blotted  by  every  goofe’s  quill.  1  know  you  ;  for  I  loved 
a  woman,  and  loved  her  fo  long,  that  I  found  out  a 
Itrange  thing — I  found  out  what  a  woman  was  good  for. 

•  Tat.  Ay  ;  pr’ythee,  what’s  that  ? 

•  Vah  Why,  to  keep  a  fecret. 

Tat.  Oh,  lord  ! 

Val.  Oh,  exceeding  good  to  keep  a  fecret ;  for  tho’ 
fhe  flioiild  tell,  yet  flie  is  not  to  be  believed. 

Tat.  Ha  !  good  again,  faith. 

‘  Fal.  I  would  have  mufic - Sing  me  the  fong  that 

c  I  like 

‘SONG. 

‘  I  tell  thee,  Charmion,  could  I  time  retrieve, 

‘  And  could  again  begin  to  love  and  live, 

‘  To  you  I  (hould  my  earlieft  olfering  give  ; 

‘  I  know  my  eyes  would  lead  my  heart  to  you, 

‘  And  I  fhould  all  my  vows  and  oaths  renew  ; 

*  But,  to  be  plain,  I  never  would  be  true. 


For 
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‘  For,  by  our  weak  and  weary  truth,  I  find 
‘  Love  bates  to  center  in  a  point  affign’d, 

‘  But  runs  with  joy  the  circle  of  the  mind.^ 

‘  Then  never  let  us  chain  what  fliould  be  tree, 
*  But  for  relief  of  either  fex  agree  : 

‘  Since  women  love  to  change,  and  fo  do  we. 


‘  No  more  for  I  am  melancholy.’  {Walks  mufing^ 

Jer,  I’ll  do  it.  Sir. 

tkan.  Mr.  Forefight,  we  had  beft  leave  himj  he  may 
grow  outrageous,  and  do  mifchief. 

Fore,  1  will  be  dire6ted  by  you. 

'  Scandal  Forefight, 

'  Jer.  [T^i^Mrs.  Frail.]  Ton’ll  meet,  Madam  ;  I’ll  take 

care  every  thing  (hall  be  ready. 

Mrs,  f  rail.  Thou  (lialt  do  what  thou  wilt ;  in  (hort,  I 
will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Tat.  Madam,  fiiall  I  wait  upon  you  }  {To  Angelica,. 
Jn7.  No,  I’ll  (lay  with  him  ;  Mr.  Scandal  will  p^ro- 
tea  me.  Aunt,  Mr.  Tattle  defires  you  would  give  him 


leave  to  wait  on  you.  ,  , ,  r 

Mrs.  fore.  Mr.  Tattle  might  haVe  us  dlefs  ceremony. 

[ Exeunt  Tattle  WMrs.  Forefighf,. 
Scan,  Jeremy,  follow  Tattle,  {Exit  Jeremy. 

Jn'T,  Mr.  Scandal,  I  only  ilay  till  my  maid  comes,  and 

becaule  I  had  a  mind  to  be  rid  ot  Mr.  lattle. 

.  Scan.  Madam,  1  am  very  glad  that  I  over-heard  a  bet¬ 
ter  reafon,  which  you  gave  to  Mr.  1  ^tttle  ;  foi^  his  im¬ 
pertinence  forced  you  to  acknowledge  a  kindnels  for  Va- 
hmtine  which  vou  denied  to.  all  his  futtermgs,  and  my 
iblicitanons.  So  I’ll  leave  him  to  make  ufe  ot  the  difco- 
very  ;  and  your  ladyfliip  to’  the  free  confeffion  of  your 

inclinations.  . 

Ang.  Oh,  heavens  !  y’’ou  won  t  leave  me  alone  with  a 

Madam  ;  I  only  leave  a  madman  to  his  re- 


medv. 


{Exit  Scan, 


Fah  Madam,  you  need  not  be  much  afraid ;  for 

f'lncv  I  be^in  to  come  to  mylelf. 

Jm;.  Av,  but  if  I  don’t  fit  you,  I’ll  be  bang’d. 

Fl  You  fee  what  difguifes  love  makes  us  put  on 
vods  have  been  in  counterfeited  fltapes  for  the  fame  rea- 

«  G  3  lonj. 
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foil ;  and  the  divine  part  of  me,  niy  mind,  has  worn  this 
inalque  of  madnels,  and  this  motly  livery,  only  as  the 
flave  ot  love,  and  the  menial  creature  of  your  beauty. 

Avg.  Mercy  on  me,  how  he  talks  !  Poor  Valentine  ! 

Val.  Nay,  faith,  now,  let  us  underhand  one  another,  hy- 
pocnfy  apart  :  the  comedy  draws  towards  an  end,  and* let 
iis  think  of  leaving  adting,  and  be  ourfelves  ;  and  fince 
you  have  loved  me,  you  muff  own,  I  have  at  length  de- 
ferved  you  fhould  confefs  it, 

Avg,  [%^.]  I  would  1  had  loved  you  ;  for.  Heaven 
knows,  I  pity  you  :  and  could  I  have  forefeen  the  bad 
effedts,  I  would  have  hriven — but  that’s  too  late. 

Fal  What  fad  efteds  ?  What’s  too  late  ?  My  leeming 
madnefs  has  deceived  my  father,  and  procured  me  time  to 
think  of  means  to  reconcile  me  to  him,  and  preferve  ihe 
right  of  my  inheritance  to  his  eflate,  which,  oiherwife  ‘ 
by  articles,  I  muh,  this  morning,  haverefigned  ;  and  this 
l,had  informed  you  of  to-day,  but  you  were  gone,  be¬ 
fore  1  knew  you  had  been  here. 

Ang.  How  I  thought  your  love  of  me  had  caufed 
this  tranfjport  in  your  foul,  which;  it  feems,  you  only 
counterfeited,  for  mercenary  ends,  and  fordid  interefl. 

al.  Nay,  now  you  do  me  wrong  ;  for  if  any  interefl 
was conndered,  it  was  yours;  fince  I  thought  I  wanted 
more  than  love  to  make  me  wwthy  of  you. 

Ang.  Then  you  thought  me  mercenary' - But  how 

am  I  deluded  by  this  interval  of  fenfe,  to  reafon  with  a 
madman  ? 

Fal.  Oh,  ’tis  barbarous  to  mifunderfland  me  lontrer  t 

Enter  Jeremy.  ^  ‘ 

Ang.  Oh,  here  is  a  reafonable  creature !  Sure  he  will 
not  have  the  impudence  to  perfevere — Come,  Teremv 
acknowledge  your  trick,  and  confefs  your  matter’s  Ai. 
nefs  counterfeit. 


Jcr.  Counterfeit,  Madam  !  I’ll  maintain  him  to  be  a. 
aololurely  and  fuMantially  mad,  as  any  freeholder  in 
Beolam  ;  nay,  he  s  as  mad  as  any  projeaor,  fanatic 

chymill,  lover,  or  poet  in  Europe.  ’ 

Fal.  Sirrah,  you  lie  ;  I  am  not  mad, 

Ang.  Fla,  ha,  ha  !  you  fee  he  denies  it. 

.w  ■  P*’’  J'OU  ever  know  any  mad-  ■ 

man  mad  enough  to  own  it  ^ 


FA. 
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VaL  Sot,  can’t  you  apprehend  ? 

7  .  Yes,  Madam,  he  has  intervals;  but  you  fee  he 
begins  to  look  wild  again,  now.  ^ 

AaL  Why,  you  thick-fkulled  rafcal,  I  tell  you  the 

rev  “"'V 1^°-^ 

lia,  ha,  ha  !  is  he  mad  or  no,  jeremv  ? 
jfer.  1  artly,  I  think  ;  for  he  does  not  know  his  own 
mmd  two  hours.  I>m  fure  I  left  him  juft  no  -,  n  he 
humour  to  be  mad;  and  I  think  I  ha4  not  found  ht! 

^ho’s  there  [O.r  W 

,h  Vf  ®  ^  I  am  very  tji.id 

that  I  can  move.your  mirth,  tho’  not  your  compaflion. 

K„  not  think  you  had  apprehenlion  enough  to 

be  exceptions ;  but  madmen  ftievv  themfelves  mol  by 
over-pretend, ng  to  a  found  underftanding  ;  as  druukej 
r  men  do,  by  over-a<fting  lobriety.  I  was  half  in.l  nino- 
‘  J  “'-'cidentally  touched  upon  you? 

tender  part ;  but  now  you  have  reftored  me  to  mv  for- 
mer  opinion  and  compaflion.  ^ 

Re-enter  Jeremy. 

Jer,  Sir,  your  father  has  fent  to  know  if  you  are  anv 
better  yet.  Will  you  pleafe  to  be  mad.  Sir,  V  how  ?  ^ 

,  J- ah  Stupidity!  You  know  the  penalty  of  all  I’m 
worth  mull  pay  for  the  confelTion  of  my  fenfes.  I  am 
mad,  and  will  be  mad  to  every  body  but  this  lady. 

^  Jer,  So,  jufl  the  very  reverfe  of  truth - But  lyinp- 

IS  a  figure  in  fpeech,  that  interlards  the  greatefl  pm  of 
my  converfatiun - Madam,  your  ladyfliip’s  woman. 

r,  T  [Exit  Jeremy. 

Knter  Jenny. 

^^tg.  M^ll,  have  you  been  there.? - Come  hither. 

Jenny,  Ye?,  Madam,  SirSampfon  will  wait  upon  you 

Angelica. 

A  al,  Y oil  are  not  leaving  me  in  this  uncertainty  ? 

Ang.  Would  any  thing  but  a  madman  complain  of  un- 
ceitainty.  uncertainty  and  expectation  are  the  loys  of 
life.  Security  is  an  infipid  thing;  and  the  overtaking 
and  polfelling  of  a  wilh,  difcovers  the  folly  of  the  chace 
Never  let  us  know  one  another  better;  for  the  pleaiiire 
ot-  a  mafiuentde  is  done,  when  we  come  to  Oiew  o  ir 
lacjs.  But  I’ll  tell  you  two  things  before  1  leave  you  ; 

^  Ton. 
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I  am  not  the  fool  vou  take  me  for  :  and  you  are  mad,  and 
don’t  know  it.  '  {Excufit  Ang.  and  Jenny- 

Enter  Jeremy. 

Fal.  From  «a  riddle  you  can  expea  nothing  but  a- 
riddle— There  is  my  inftruaion,  and  the  moral  ot  my^ 

leffon.  .  's  T  t- 

Jer.  What,  is  the  lady  gone  again,  Sir  ?  I  hope  you 

underftood  one  another  before  fire  went. 

EaL  Underftoed  !  She  is  harder  to  be  imderflocd  than 
a  piece  of  Egyptian  antiquity,  or  an  Irilh  manufeript  ;• 
yuu  may  pore  till  you  fpoil  your  eyes,  and  not  improve- 

your  knowledge.  t  i  tt 

Jer.  I  have  heard  them  fay,  Sir,  they  read  hard  He¬ 
brew  books  backwards ;  may  be  you  begin  to  read  at  the- 
wrong  end. 

FaL  They  fay  fo  of  witches’  prayers ;  and  dreams  and 
Dutch  almanacks  are  fo  be  underlfood  by  contraries. 

‘  But  there  is  regularity  and  method  in  that ;  fhe  is  a 
*■  medal  without  a  reverfe  or  infeription  ;  for  indifference 
‘  has  both  fides  alike.’  Yet  while  flie  dees  not  feem  te 
hate  me,  I  will  purfue  her,  and  know  her,  if  it  be  poilible, 
in  fpite  of  the  opinion  of  my  fatirical  friend,  Scandal,, 
who  fays, 

Thar  women  are  like  tricks  by  flight  of  hand, 

Which,  to  admire,  we  fhould  not  underiland. 

[Exeunt* 

End  of  the  Fourth  Act.. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE,  a  room  in  Forefight’j  hovfe* 

Enter  Angelica  and  Jenny, 

Angelica. 

WHERE  is  Sir  Sampfon  ?  Did  you  not  tell  me  he 
would  be  here  before  me 

Jenny.  He’s  at  the  great  glafs  in  the  dining-room,  Ma¬ 
dam,  fetting  his  cravat  and  wig. 

'  Ancr.  How  !  I’m  glad  on’r.  If  he  has  a  mind  I  fliould 
111  e  him,  it  is  a  fign  he  likes  me ;  and  that’s  more  than 
half  my  defign.. 


Jenny* 


8r 
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J-ermy*  I  hear  him,  Madam, 

jsng.  Leave  me  ;  and,  d’ye  hear  ?  If  Valentine  fliould 
€ome,  or  fend,  I  am  not  to  be  fpoken  with. 

\Exit  Jenny. 

'Enter  Sir  Sampfon. 

Sir  Samp.  I  have  not  been  honoured  with  the  com¬ 
mands  of  a  fair  lady  a  great  while — Odd,  Madam,  you 
have  revived  me^ - Nothnce  I  was  five-and-thirty. 

Jng,  Why,  you  have  no  great  reafon  to  complain.  Sir 
Sampfon  ;  that  is  not  long  ago. 

Sir  Samp.  Zooks,  but  it  is.  Madam,  a  very  great  while, 
to  a  man  that  admires  a  fine  woman  as  much  as  I  do. 

Ang,  You  are  an  abfolute  courtier.  Sir  Sampfon. 

Sir  Samp.  Not  at  all,  Madam.  Odlbud,  you  wrong 
me  ;  I  am  not  fo  old  neither,  to  be  a  bare  courtier,  only  a 
man  of  words.  ‘  Odd,  I  have  warm  blood  about  me 
‘  yet ;  and  can  ferve  a  lady  any  w'ay/  Come,  come, 
let  me  tell  you,  you  women  think  a  man  old  too  foon  ; 
faith  and  troth  you  do.  Come,  don’t  defpife  fifty  ;  odd, 
fifty,  in  a  hale  conftitution,  is  no  fuch  contemptible  age. 

Ang.  Fifty  a  contemptible  age  !  Not  at  all  ,•  a  very 
faflfionable  age,  I  think— -I  aflure  you,  I  know  very  con- 
fiderable  beaus,  that  fet  a  good  face  upon  fifty  ;  fifty  !  I 
have  feen  fifty  in  a  fidc-box,  by  candle-light,  out-bloffom 
five-and-tw'^enfy. 

Sir  Samp.  Outfides,  outfides  !  a  pize  take  them,  mere 
outfides  :  hang  your  fide-box  beaus ;  no,  I’m  none  of 
thofe  ;  none  of  your  forc’d  trees,  that  pretend  to  bloffom 
I  in  the’ fall,  and  bud  when  they  diould  bring  forth  fruit  : 
I  am  of  a  long-liv’d  race,  and  inherit  vigour;  none  of 
my  anceftors  married  till  fifty,  yet  they  begot  fons  and 
daughters  till  fourfcore :  I  am  of  your  patriarchs,  I,  a 
branch  of  one  of  your  antediluvian  families,  fellows  that 
the  flood  could  not  wafli  away.  Well,  INIadain,  what  are 
your  commands?  Has  any  young  rogue  aftfonted  you, 
and  fliall  I  cut  his  throat  ?  Or— ^ - 

Ang.  No,  Sir  Sampfon,  I  have  no  quarrel  upon  my 

- 1  have  more  occafion  for  your  condudt  than 

your  courage  at  this  time.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am 
weary  of  living  Angle,  and  want  a  hufband. 

Sir  Samp,  Qdfbud,  and  ’tis  pity  you  fliould - Odd. 

would  flie  would  like  me,  then  I  fhould  hamper  my 

young 
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young  rogues:  odd,  wou’d  fhe  wou’d:  faith  and  troth 
fhe’s  devillfh  handfome.  \^AJide.'\  Madam,  you  defervc  a 
good  hufband,  and  ’tvvere  a  pity  you  fliould  be  thrown 
away  upon  any  of  thefe  young  idle  rogues  about  the  town. 
Odd,  there’s  ne’er  a  young  fellow  worth  hanging, — — 
that  is,  a  very  young  fellow- 

‘  Ang,  She  that  marries  a  fool.  Sir  Sampfon,  forfeits 
‘  the  reputation  of  her  honefty  or  her  underftanding : 

«  and  flie  that  marries  a  very  witty  man,  is  a  Have  to  the 
‘  feverity  and  infolent  condud  of  her  hufband.  I  Hiould 
‘  like  a  man  of  wit  for  a  lover,  becaufe  I  would  have  fuch 
‘  a  one  in  my  power:  but  I  would  no  more  be  his  wife, 

‘  than  his  enemy;  for  his  malice  is  not  a  more  terrible 
‘  confequence  of  his  averhon  than  his  jealoufy  is  of  his 
‘  love. 

‘  Sir  Sa?np,  None  of  old  Forefight’s  fibyls  ever  uttered 
‘  fuch  a  truth.  Odfbud  you  have  won  my  heart.  I  hate 

*  a  wit: — Pize  on  them,  they  never  think  before-hand  of  ; 

*  any  thing  ; — and  if  they  commit  matrimony,  ’tis  as 
‘  they  commit  murder ;  out  of  a  frolic  :  and  are  ready  to 
‘  hang  themfelves,  or  to  be  hanged  by  the  law,  the  next 
‘  morning  :  Odfo,  have  a  care,  Madam.’ 

Ang.  Therefore  I  afk  your  advice,  Sir  Sampfon :  I 
have  fortune  enough  to  make  any  man  eafy  that  I  can 
like  ;  if  there  were  fuch  a  thing  as  a  young  agreeable  man  • 
with  a  reafonable  flock  of  good-nature  and  fenfe— —  For 
I  would  neither  have  an  abfolute  wit,  nor  a  fool. 

Sir  Samp.  Odd,  you  are  hard  to  pleafe,  Madam  ;  to  i 

find  a  young  fellow  that  is  neither  a  wit  in  his  own  eye>  | 

nor  a  fool  in  the  eye  of  the  world,  is  a  very  hard  tafk. 
But,  faith  and  troth,  you  fpeak  very  difcreetly ;  ‘fori  ! 
‘  hate  both  a  w'it  and  a  fool.’  I  hate  a  wit ;  I  had  a  fon  i 
that  was  fpoilcd  among  them  ;  a  good  hopeful  lad  till  he 

learned  to  be  a  wit - And  might  have  rifen  in  the 

ilate- - But,  a  pox  on’t,  his  wit  run  him  out  of  his  mo¬ 

ney,  and  now'  his  poverty  has  run  him  out  of  his  wits. 

Ang.  Sir  Sampfon,  as  your  friend,  I  mufl  tell  you,  you 
'  are  very  much  abufed  in  that  matter;  he’s  no  more  mad 
than  you  are. 

Sir  Samp.  How',  Madam  !  vvou’d  I  couM  prove  it. 

i  can  tell  you  how  that  may  be  done - But  it 
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I  IS  a  tiling  that  wou’d  make  me  appear  to  be  too  much  con- 
I  cerned  in  your  alfairs. 

Sir  Samp,  Odfbud,  I  believe  file  likes  me — [AJide.’]  — 

H  Ah,  Madam,  ‘  all  my  affairs  are  fcarce  worthy  to  be  laid 
i  ‘  at  you  feet  :  and  I  wifli.  Madam,  they  were  in  abetter 

pofture,  that  I  might  make  a  more  becoming  offer  to  a 

‘  lady  of  your  incomparable  beauty  and  merit’- — - 

?  If  I  had  Peru  in  one  band,  and  Mexico  in  t’other,  and  the 
ji  Eaffern  empire  under  my  feet,  it  would  make  me  only  a 
more  glorious  victim  to  be  offered  at  the  (brine  of  your 
beauty. 

Ang,  Blefs  me.  Sir  Sampfon,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

SirSa?np,  Odd,  Madam,  I  love - And  if  you  would 

take  my  advice  in  a  hufband - 

Aug.  Hold,  hold.  Sir  Sampfon.  I  afked  your  advice 

for  ahulband,  and  you  are  giving  me  your  confent - 1 

was  indeed  thinking  to  propofe  fomething  like  it  in  jeff, 
to  fatisfy  you  about  Valentine  :  for  if  a  match  were  feem- 
ingly  carried  on  between  you  and  me,  it  would  oblige  him 
to  throw  off  his  d'fguife  of  rnadnefs,  in  apprehenfion  of 
lofing  me  :  for  you  know  he  has  long  pretended  a  paffion 
for  me. 

Sir  Samp.  Gadzooks,  a  moft  ingenious  contrivance — if 
.we  were  to  go  through  with  it.  But  why  muff  the  match 

only  be  feemingly  carried  on  - Odd,  let  it  be  a  real 

contradt. 

Ang.  O  fy,  Sir  Sampfon,  what  would  the  world  fay? 

Sir  Samp.  Say,  they  would  fay,  you  are  a  wife  woman, 
and  I  a  happy  man.  Odd,  Madam,  I’ll  love  you  as 
long  as  I  live,  and  leave  you  a  good  jointure  when  I 

‘lie. 

Ang.  Ay  ;  but  that  is  not  in  your  power,  Sir  Sampfon  ; 
for  when  Valentine  confeffes  himfelf  in  his  fenfes,  he 
muff  make  over  his  inheritance  to  his  younger  brother. 

Sir  Samp.  Odd,  you’re  a  cunning,  a  wary  baggage? 

Faith  and  troth  I  like  you  the  better - But,  I  warrant 

you,  I  have  a  provifo  in  the  obligation  in  favour  of  my- 

felf _ Body  o’me,  I  have  a  trick  to  turn  the  fettlement 

\ip(m  the  iffue-male  of  our  two  bodies  begotten  ;  odlbud, 
let  us  find  children,  and  I’ll  find  an  effate, 

Ang.  Will  you  ?  Well,  do  you  find  the  eftate,  and  leave 
the  t’other  to  me - - 

Sir 
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Sir  Samj>i  O  rogue  !  But  Pil  trull:  you.  And  will  yo^ 
conlcnt  ?  Is  it  a  match  then  ? 

Let  me  conlult  my  lawyer  concerning  this  obll- 
ligation  :  and  if  I  hnd  what  you  propole  practicable,  I’ll 
give  you  my  anfwer. 

Sir  Sawp.  With  all  my  heart; - come  in  with  me, 

and  I'il  lend  you  the  bond - ‘  You  lhall  confult  your 

‘  lawyer,  and  I’ll  confult  a  parfon.  Odzooks,  I’m  a 

‘  young  man,  and  I’ll  make  it  appear - Odd,  you’re 

‘  devililli  handfome ;  faith  and  troth,  you’re  very  hand- 

‘  fome,  and  I’m  very  young,  and  very  lulty - Odlbud, 

‘  huffy,  you  know  how  to  choofe,  and  fo  do  I  ; - Odd, 

‘  I  think  we  are  very  well  met ; — Give  me  your  hand, 

‘  odd,  let  me  kifs  it ;  ’tis  as  warm  and  as  foft — as  what  ? 

‘  - —Odd,  as  t’other  hand - Give  me  t’other  hand, 

‘  and  I’ll  mumble  them,  and  kifs  them  ’till  they  melt  in. 
‘  my  mouth. 

‘  Ang,  Hold,  Sir  Sampfon - You’re  profufe  of  your 

‘'vigour  before  your  time  :  you’ll  fpend  your  ellate  before 
‘  you  come  to  it. 

‘  Sir  Samp,  No,  no,  only  give  you  a  rent-roll  of  my 

‘  polfclfions - Ah  !  baggage — I  warrant  you  lor  little 

‘  Sampfon.  Odd,  Sampfon’s  a  very  good  name  for  an 
‘  able  fellow  ;  your  Sampfons  were  flrong  dogs  from  the 
‘  beginning. 

‘  A)ig.  Have  a  care,  and  don’t  over-aCt  your  part — If 
*  you  remember,  Sampfon,  the  ftrongell  of  the  name, 

‘  pulled  an  old  houfe  over  his  head  at  lafl. 

‘  Sir  Samp.  Say  you  fo,  huffy  ? — Come,  let’s  go  then  ; 

‘  odd,  I  long  to  be  pulling  too  ;*  come  away - Odfo, 

here’s  fomebody  coming.  \^Excunt. 

Enter  Tattle  and 

Tat.  Is  not  that  llie,  gone  out  jull  now  ? 

Jer.  ‘  Ay,  Sir,  fhe  is  jull  goingto  the  place  of  ap{  ohit- 
‘  ment.’  If  you  are  not  very  faithful  and  clofe  in  this 
bufmefs,  you’ll  certainly  be  the  death  of  a  perfon  that 
has  a  moh  extraordinary  paffion  lor  your  honour’s  fer- 
vice. 

Tat.  Ay,  who’s  that  ? 

Jcr.  Even  my  unworthy  felf.  Sir - Sir,  I  have  had 

.an  a]>petite  to  be  led  with  your  commands  a  great  while ; 
•—And  now,  Sir,  my  former  mailer  baving"’mueh  trou- 
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bled  the  fountain  of  his  underdandlng ;  it  is  a  very  plau- 
fible  occafion  for'  me  to  quench  my  rhirf):  at  the  fpring  of  • 
your  bounty — I  thought  I  could  not  recommend  myfe’f 
better  to  you,  Sir,  than  by  the  delivery  of  a  great  beamy 
and  fortune  into  your  arms,  whom  I  have  heard  you  figh 
for. 

Tat.  I’ll  make  thy  fortune  ;  fay  no  more - Thou  art 

a  pretty  fellow,  and  canft  carry  a  meilage  to  a  lady,  in  a 
pretty  fott  kind  of  phrafe,  and  with  a  good  peiTuading  ac¬ 
cent. 

*  Jer,  Sir,  I  have  the  feeds  of  rhetoric  and  oratory  in  my 
head - -I  have  been  at  Cambridge. 

Tat.  Ay  ;  ’tis  well  enough  tor  a  fervant  to  be  bred  at 
an  univerhty  :  but  the  education  is  a  little  too  pedantic 
for  a  gentleman.  I  hope  you  are  fecret  in  your  nature, 
private,  clofe,  ha  ? 

Jer.  O  Sir,  for  that  Sir,  ’tis  my  chief  talent ;  I’m  as 
fecret  as  the  head  of  Nilus. 
t  T at.  Ay  !  who’s  he,  tho’  ?  a  privy  counfellor  ? 

Jer.  O  ignorance!  \_A/j(Ie.'\  A  cunning /Egyptian,  Sir, 
that'with  his  arms  would  over-run  the  country  ;  yet  no¬ 
body  could  ever  find  out  his  head  quarters. 

,  Tat.  Clofe  dog  I  A  good  whoremaftcr,  I  warrant  him 
•—The  time  draws  nigh,  Jeremy.  Angelica  will  be  veiled 
like  a  nun;  and  I  muft  be  hooded  like  a  friar;  ha,  Je¬ 
remy  ? 

Jef%  Ay,  Sir,  hooded  like  a  hawk,  to  feize  at  firil:  fight 
upon  the  quarry.  It  is  the  whim  of  my  mafier’s  madnefs, 
to  be  fo  drefled  ;  and  Ihe  is  fo  in  love  with  him,  file’ll 
comply  with  any  thing  to  pleafe  him.  Poor  lady,  I’m 
fure  file’ll  have  reafon  to  pray  for  me,  when  fiie  finds 
what  a  happy  exchange  file  has  made,  between  a  madman 
and  fo  accomplifiied  a  gentleman. 

.  Tat.  Avy  faith,  fo  fiie  will,  Jeremy.  You’re  a  good 

friend  to  her,  poor  creature - 1  fwear  I  do  it  hardly  fo 

much  in  amhderation  of  myfelf  as  compafiion  to  her. 

Jer.  ’  ris  an  a61;  of  charity,  Sir,  to  five  a  fine  woman 
with  thirty  thoufandponnds,  from  throwing  herfelfaway. 

Tat.  So  ’tis,  faith - 1  might  have  faved  feveral  others 

in  my  time  ;  but  I,  gad  I  could  never  find  in  my  heart  to 
marry  ary  body  before. 


Jer.  Well,  Sir,  I’ll  go  and  tell  her  my  mafier’s  com- 
-  •  and  meet  you  In  hair  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  wfih  your 
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dlfguife,  at  yonr  own  lodgings.  You  mull:  talk  a  little 
uiadnefs,  (lie  won’t  dilHnguilh  the  tone  of  your  voice. 

\_Exit  Jeremy. 

Tat.  No,  no,  let  me  alone  for  a  counterfeit  ; - I’il 

be  ready  lor  you. 

Enter  Mifs  Prue. 

Mifs  P,  O  Mr.  Tattle,  are  you  here  !  I’m  glad  I  have 
found  you  ;  I  have  been  looking  up  and  down  lor  you  like 
any  thing,  ’till  I’m  as  tired  as  anything  in  the  world. 

‘Tat,  O  pox,  how  diall  I  get  rid  of  this  foolilh  girl  ? 

Mifs  P.  O,  I  have  pure  news,  I  can  tell  you,  pure  news 

- 1  mud  not  marry  the  feaman  now - my  father  fays 

fo.  Why  won’tyou  be  my  hufband  ?  you  fay  you  love 
me,  and  you  won’t  be  my  hufband.  And  I  know  you 
may  be  my  hufoand  now,  if  you  plcafe.  '' 

Tat.  O  ry,  INIifs  ;  Who  told  you  fo,  child  ? 

Mifs  P.  Why,  my  father - 1  told  him  that  you  loved 

me. 

Tat.  O  fy,  Mifs,  why  did  you  do  fo  ?  and  who  told  you 
fb,  child  ? 

Mifs  P»  Who  ?  why  you  did  ;  did  not  you  ? 

Tat.  O  pox,  that  was  yederday,  Mifs,  that  was  a  great 
while  ago,  child.  I  have  been  adeep  lince  ;  llept  a  whole 
night,  and  did  not  fo  much  as  dream  of  the  matter. 

Mifs  P,  Plhavv  !  O  but  I  dreamt  that  it  was  fo  tho’. 

Tat.  Ay,  but  your  father  will  tell  you  that  dreams 

come  by  contraries,  child - — O  fy  ;  what,  w'e  mull;  not 

love  one  another  now — - PHiaw,  that  would  be  a  fool- 

iflt  thing  indeed - Fy,  fy,  you’re  a  woman  now,  and 

mull  think  oi  a  new  man  every  morning,  and  forget  him 

every  nirht - No,  no,  tomarrv  is  to  be  a  child  attain, 

and  play  with  the  fame  rattle  always  :  O  ly,  marrying  is 
a  paw  thing. 

Mfs  P,  Well,  bur,  don’t  you  love  me  as  well  as  you 
did  lad  night  then  ? 

'Tat.  No,  no,  child,  you  would  not  have  me. 

MfsP.  No?  yes  but  I  vvotild tho’. 

Tat.  Pdiavv,  but  I  tell  you,  you  Ihould  not - You 

forget  you’re  a  woman,  and  don’t  know  your  owm  mind  ? 

Mf  P.  But  here’s  my  father,  and  he  knows  my  mind. 

Enter  Fere  light. 

,  *.> 

Tore.  O,  Mr.  Tattle,  your  fervant,  you  are  a  clofe  man; 

but 
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!  bat  methinks  your  love  to  my  daughter  was  a  fecret  I 

I  might  have  been  trufted  with, - Or  had  you  a  mind  to 

!  try  it  d  could  difcover  it  by  my  art - Hum,  ha  !  I  think 

1  there  is  ibmething  in  your  phyliognomy,  that  has  a  re- 

!  femblance  of  her ;  and  the  girl  is  like  me. 

Tat.  And  fo  you  wou’d  infer  that  you  and  I  are  alike 

■  * - what  does  the  old  prig  mean  Ihl  banter  him,  and 

i!  laugh  at  him,  and  leave  him,  \_AJideT\  I  fancy  you  have  a 

i  wrong  notion  of  faces, 

1  Fore.  How  ?  what,  a  wrong  notion  !  how  fo  ? 

;  Tat.  In  the  way  of  art :  I  have  fome  taking  features, 

not  obvious  to\ulgar  eyes  ;  that  are  indications  of  a  fud- 
den  turn  of  good  fortune,  in  the  lottery  of  wives  ;  and 
promife  a  great  beauty  and  great  fortune  referved  alone 
for  me,  by  a  private  intrigue  of  deftiny,  kept  fecret  from 
the  piercing  eye  of  perfpicuity  ;  from  all  ailrologers,  and 
the  dars  themfelves. 

Fore.  How  !  I  will  make  it  appear,  that  what  you  fay 
is  impolfible. 

Tat.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I’m  in  hade - 

Fore.  For  what  } 

Tat.  To  be  marry’d,  Sir,  marry’d. 

Fore.  Ay,  but  pray  take  me  along  with  you,  Sir— — 

Tat.  No,  Sir  j  ’tis  to  be  done  privately - 1  never 

make  confidents. 

Fore,  Well; 'but  my  confent  I  mean  "'You  won’t 
marry  my  daughter  without  my  confent  } 

Tat.  Who  I,  Sir  ?  I’m  an  abfolute  dranger  to  you  and 
your  daughter.  Sir, 

Fore,  Hey  day  !  w'hat  time  of  the  moon  is  this  ? 

Tat.  Very  true.  Sir,  and  defire  to  continue  fo.  I  have 
no  more  love  for  your  daughter,  than  I  have  likenels  of 
you,  ‘  and  I  have  a  fecret  in  my  Heart,  which  you  would 
‘  be  glad  to  know,  and  ihan’t  know ;  and  yet  you  diall 
*  know  it  too,  and  be  forry  for  it  afterwards.  I’d  have 
‘  you  to  know.  Sir,  that  I  am  as  know  ing  as  the  dars,  and 
‘  as  fecret  as  the  night.’  And  I’m  going  to  be  married 
jud  now',  yet  did  not  know  of  it  half  an  hour  ago  ;  and  the 
lady  days  forme,  and  does  not  know  of  it  yet~— There’s 
a  mydery  for  you - 1  know  you  love  to  untie  difficul¬ 
ties _ —Or  if  you  can’t  folve  this ;  day  here  a  quarter 

of  an  hour,  and  I’ll  come  and  explain  it  to  you.  {Ex.  Tat, 
Mifs  P,  O  fatlier,  why  will  you  let  him  go  ?  Won’t 
you  make  him  to  be  my  huffiand  ? _ 
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Fore.  Mercy  on  ns,  what  does  thefe  lunacies  portend  * 
alas  !  he’s  mad,  child,  Hark  wild. 

Mifs  P.  What,  and  mull:  not  I  have  e’er  a  hufband  then? 
what  mufl  I  go  to  bed  to  nurfe  again,  and  be  a  child  as 
long  as  file’s  an  old  woman  ?  Indeed  but  I  won’t.  For 
now  my  mind  is  fet  upon  a  man,  I  will  have  a  man 
fome  way  or  other.  ‘  Oh  !  raethinks  I’m  fick  when  I 
‘  think  of  a  man  ;  and  if  I  can’t  have  one,  I  would  go  to 
‘  lleep  all  my  life  :  for  when  I’m  awake  it  makes  me  wifli 

‘  and  long,  and  I  don’t  know  for  what - and  I’d  rather 

‘  be  always  afleep than  fick  with  thinking.’ 

Fore.  O  fearful !  I  thinfl  the  girl’s  influenc’d  too, 
hufly,  you  fliall  have  a  rod. 

Mijs  P,  A  fiddle  of  a  rod,  I’ll  have  a  hulband  ;  and  if 
you  won’t  get  me  one,  I’ll  get  one  for  myfelf :  I’ll  marry 
our  Robin  the  butler,  he  fays  he  loves  me,  and  he’s  a 
handfome  man,  and  fliall  be  my  hufband ;  I’ll  warrant 
he’ll  be  my  hufband,  and  thank  me  too,  for  he  told  me 
fo. 

Enter  Scandal,  Mrs.  Forefight,  atui  Nurfe. 

Fore,  Didhefc - I’ll  difpatch  him  for’t  prefently, 

rogue  !  Oh,  nurfe,  come  hither. 

IPurfc.  What  is  your  worfliip’s  pleafurc  ? 

Pore.  Here  take  your  young  miftrefs,  and  lock  her  up 

prei'ently,  ’till  farther  orders  from  me - not  a  word 

.hufly - Do  what  I  bid  you,  no  reply,  away.  And  bid 

Robin  make  ready  to  give  an  account  of  his  plate  and 
.linen,  d’ye  hear,  begone  when  I  bid  you. 

Nurfe  nv.d  Mifs  Prue* 

Mrs.  Pore.  W^hat’s  the  matter,  hufband  ? 

Pore.  ’Tis  not  convenient  to  tell  you  now - Mr. 

Scandal,  heav’n  keep  us  all  in  our  fenfes — I  fear  [there  is 
a  contagious  frenzy  abroad.  How  does  Valentine  } 

Scan.  O  I  hope  he  will  do  well  again - 1  have  a  mef- 

fage  from  him  to  your  niece  Angelica. 

P'orc.  I  think  fhe  has  not  returned  fince  fhewent  abroad 
wfith  Sir  Sampfon. 

Enter  Ren. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Here’s  Mr.  Benjamin,  he  can  tell  us  if  his 
father  be  come  home. 

Ben.  Who,  father?  ay,  he’s  come  home  with  a  ven¬ 
geance. 

Mrs.  Pore.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ben.  Matter  !  why  he’s  mad. 
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Fore,  Mercy  on  us,  I  was  afraid  of  this. 

Ben.  And  there’s  the  handfome  young  woman,  flie, 
i  as  they  fay,  brother  Val  went  mad  for,  Re’s  mad  too,  I 
I  think, 

Fore.O  my  poor  niece,  my  poor  niece,  is  flie  gone  too? 

1  well,  I  (hall  run  mad  next. 

Mrs.  Fore.  Well,  but  how  mad  ?  how  d’ye  mean  ? 

Ben.  Nay,  I’ll  give  you  leave  to  guefs - I’ll  under- 

I  take  to  make  a  voyage  to  Antigua - No,  hold,  I 

I  mayn’t  fay  fo  neither - But  I’ll  fail  as  far  as  Leg- 

I  horn,  and  back  again,  before  you  Rail  guefs  at  the  mat- 
i  ter,  and  do  nothing  elfe ;  mefs,.  you  may  take  in  all  the 
j  points  of  the  compafs,  and  not  hit  right, 
i  Airs.  Fore.  Your  experiment  will  take  up  a  little  too 

1  much  time. 

I  Ben.  Why  then  I’ll  tell  you  ;  there’s  a  new  wedding 
I  upon  the  docks,  and  they  two  are  going  to  be  married  to- 
1  night. 

Scan.  Who  ?  ^ 

Ben.  Why  father,  and — -rthe  young  woman.  I  can  f 

hit  of  her  name. 

Sean.  Angelica  ? 

Ben.  Ay,  the  fame.  . 

Mrs.  Fore.  Sir  Sampfon  and  Angelica,  impoihble  ! 

Ben.  That  may  be^ - but  I’m  fure  it  is  as  I  tell  you. 

Scan.  ’Sdeath,  it’s  a  jeft,  I  can’t  believe  it. 

Ben.  Look  yon,  friend,  it’s  nothing  to  me,  whether  you 
believe  it  or  no.  What  I  fay  is  true  j  d  ye  fee,  they  ait- 
married,  oryufl  going  to  be  married,  I  know^  not  which. 

Well,  blit  they  are  not  mad,  that  is,  not  lunu- 


tick  ? 


Ben.  I  don’t  know  what  you  may  call  madnefs- 


But  Re’s  mad  for  ahuRand,  and  he’s  horn  mad,  I  think, 
or  they’d  ne’er  make  a  match  together - Here  they 

come.  -  7T1  1 

Fnicr  Sir  Sampfon,  Angelica,  Bucicram. 

Sir  Samp.  Where  is  this  old^foothfayer  ?  this  uncle  of 
mine  eledf  ?  Aha,  old  Forefight,  uncle  Forefight,  wilh  me 
joy,  uncle  Forefight,  double  joy,  both  as  uncle  and  aftro- 
lo^rtr;  here’s  a  Gonjuiiflion  that  was  not  toietold  in  all 

ycmrEphemeris - The bvightefi;  ibr  in  the  blue  fir^ 

ill  a  m  e  n  t '  i  s  ot  from  aho’ve-f  m  a  jelly  oj"  lo^ce.^  and  .o 


*  forth  ;’  and  i’m  lord  of  the  afcendant.  Odd,  you  arc 
an  old  fellow,  Forefight;  uncle  I  meun^  a  very  old  lellow. 
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uncle  Forefight,  and  yet  you  fliall  live  to  dance  at  my 
wedding  ;  faith  and  troth  you  fiiall.  Odd,  we’Jl  have  the 
miifickof  the  ipheres  for  thee,  old  Lilly,  that  we  will, 
and  thou  {halt  lead  up  a  dance  in  n^ia  laHea. 

^  Fore.  I’m  thunder-ftruck  !  you  are  not  married  to  my 
niece  ? 

Samp.  Not  abfolutely  married,  uncle  ;  but  very 
near  it,  within  a  kifs  of  the  matter,  as  you  fee. 

'  .  \_KiJJes  Angelica# 

Ang.  ’Tis  very  true  indeed,  uncle  ;  I  hope  you’ll  be  my 
father,  and  give  me. 

^  Sir  Samp.  That  he  fhall,  or  I’ll  burn  his  globes— 
body  o’me,  he  fliall  be  thy  father.  I’ll  make  him  thy  fa¬ 
ther,  and  thou  flialt  make  me  a  father,  ‘  and  I’ll  make 

*  thee  a  mother,  and  we’ll  beget  fons  and  daughters  enow 
‘  to  put  the  weekly  bills  out  of  countenance. 

Scan.  Death  and  hell !  where’s  Valentine  ? 

[^Exit  Scandal, 

Mrs  Fore.  This  is  fo  furprifing - 

Sir  Samp.  How  !  what  does  my  aunt  fay  ?  furprifing, 
aunt  !  not  at  all,  for  a  young  couple  to  make  a  match  in 
winter  ?  not  at  all— —It's  a  plot  to  undermine  cold  winter 
\\  eatlier  ;  and  dffiroy  that  uiurper  of  a  bed  called  a  unarm¬ 
ing- pan. 

Mrs.^  Fore.  I’m  glad  to  hear  you  have  fo  much  fire  in 
you,  SirSampfon,  ' 

Fen.  i\iels,  I  fear  his  fire’s  little  better  than  tinder  j 
mayhap  it  will  only  ferve  to  light  up  a  match  for  fome 

‘  bodyelfe.  The  young  woman’s  a  handfome  young  wo¬ 
man,  I  can  t  deny  it :  but,  father,  if  I  might  be  your 
pilot  in  this  cafe,  you  fliould  not  marry  her.  It’s  juft  the 

‘  fame  thing,  as  if  fo  be  you  fiiou’d  fail  fo  fhras  the  Straits 
‘  without  provifion. 

‘  Sir  Samp.  Who  gave  you  authority  to  fpeak,  firrah  ? 

‘  to  your  element,  filh,  be  mute,  fifii,  and  to  fea ;  rule 
‘  ycLir  helm,  iirrah,  don’t  dired  me. 

Ben.  W'  eil,  well,  take  you  care  of  your  own  helm ,  or 

*  you  mayn’t  keep  your  new  velTel  Heady.’ 

Sir  Sa?np.  Why,  you  impudent  tarpaulin!  firrah,  do 
you  break  your  foiccaftle  jells  upon  your  father?  But  I 
lhall  be  even  with  you,  I  won’t  give  you  a  groat.  Mr. 
Buckram,  is  the  conveyance  fo  worded  that  liothing  can 
ofiibly  delcend  to  this  icoundrel  ?  I  wou’d  not  fo  much  as 
.ave  him  have  the  profped  of  an  eilate:  though  there 
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ti^ere  no  way  to  come  to  it,  but  by  the  North-Eafl  paf- 

Buckr»  Sir,  it  is  drawn  according  to  your  diredtions  ; 
there  is  not  the  lead:  cranny  of  the  law  unftopt. 

Ben..  Lawyer,  I  believe  there’s  many  a  cranny  and  leak 

xmftopt  in  your  confcience - If  fo  be  that  one  ^had 

pump  to  your  bofom,  I  believe  wefliou’d  difeover  afoul 
hold.  They  fay  a  witch  will  fail  in  a  lieve— ^ — -But  1  be¬ 
lieve  the  devil  wou’d  not  venture  aboard  of  your  con- 
fcience.  And  that’s  for  you. 

Sir  Samp,  Hold  your  tongue,  firrah.  How  now,  who’s 
here  ? 

Tattle  Mrs.  Frail.  . 

Mrs,  Frail,  O  lider,  the  mod  unlucky  accident. 

Mrs.  Fore,  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Tat,  O,  the  two  mod  unfortunate  poor  creatures  in 
the  world  we  are. 

Fore,  Blefs  us  !  how  fo  ? 

Mrs.  Frail,  Ah  !  Mr.  Tattle  and  I,fpoor  Mr.  Tattle  and 
I  are — I  can’t  fpcak  it  out. 

Tat,  Nor  I - But  poor  Mrs.  Frail  and  I  are— — 

Mrs,  Frail.  Married. 

Mrs,  Fore,  Married  !  how  ? 

Tat,  Suddenly — before  we  knew  where  we  were--—* 
That  villain  Jeremy,  by  the  help  of  difguifes,  trickt  us  in¬ 
to  one  another. 

Fore.  Why  you  told  mejud  now,  you  went  hence  in 
hade  to  be  married. 

ylng.  But  I  believe  Mr.  Tattle  meant  the  favour  to  me, 
I  thank  him. 

Tat,  1  did,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved,  Madam  ;  my  inten¬ 
tions  were  good - but  this  is  the  mod  cruel  thing,  to 

marry  one  does  not  know  how,  nor  why,  nor  wherefore 

- the  devil  take  me,  if  ever  I  was  fo  much  concerned 

at  any  thing  in  my  life. 

’Tis  very  unhappy,  if  you  don’t  care  for  one 

another. 

Tat.  The  lead  in  the  world - that  is  for  my  part,  I 

fpeak  for  myfelf.  Gad,  1  never  had  the  lead  thought  of 

ferioLis  kiiidnefs - 1  never  liked  any  body  lefs  in  my  life. 

Poor  woman  !  gad.  I’m  forry  for  her  too  ;  for  I  have  no 
reafon  to  hate  her  neither  j  but  I  believe  I  ihall  lead  her 
a  damn’d  fort  of  a  life.  ,  ' 


Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Fore.  He’s  better  than  no  Inifband  at  all - tho 

he’s  a  coxcomb.  [Fo  Frail. 

Mrs.  Frail.  \To  her.']  Ay,  ay,  it’s  well  it’s  no  worfe— 
nay,  for  my  part  I  always  defpifed  Mr.  Tattle  of  all  things; 
nothing  but  his  being  my  hufband  could  have  made  me 
like  him  lefs. 

Fat.  Look  you  there,  I  thought  as  much - pox' 

on’t,  I  wifli  we  coil’d  keep  it  fecret,  why  I  don’t  believe 
any  of  this  company  wou’d  fpeak  of  it. 

Ben.  HarBee.)  friend.^  if  you  fufpeB  me,  VU  leave  the 
roo7n. 

Mrs.  Frail.  But,  my  dear,  that’s  impolSible  ;  the  parfon 
and  that  rogue  Jeremy  will  publiih  it. 

Fat.  Ay,  my  dear,  fo  they  will,  as  you  fiy. 

Ang.  O,  you’ll  agree  very  well  in  a  little  time  ;  cuflom 
will  make  iteafy  to  you. 

Fat,  Eafy  !  pox  cn’t,  I  don’t  believe  I  fliall  fleep  to¬ 
night. 

Sir  Samp.  Sleep,  quotha  :  no,  why  you  would  not  deep 
o’ your  w’^edding  night  ?  I’m  an  older  fellow  than  you, 
and  don’t  mean  to  lleep. 

Ben.  Why  there’s  another  match  now,  as  thoP  a  cou¬ 
ple  of  privateers  were  looking  for  a  prize,  and  Ihould  fall 
foul  of  one  another.  I’m  forry  for  the  young  man  with 
all  my  heart.  Look  you,  friend,  if  I  may  advife  you, 
when  file’s  going,  for  that  you  muif  expe(5f,  I  have  expe¬ 
rience  of  her  ;  when  fhe’s  going,  let  her  go  ;  for  no  ma¬ 
trimony  is  tough  enough  to  hold  her  ;  and  if  file  can’t 
drag  her  anchou  along  wdth  her,  flie’ll  break  her  cable,  I 
can  tell  you  that.  "Who’s  here  ?  the  madman  ! 

Etiter  Valentine  and  Scandal. 

Val.  No ;  here’s  the  fool ;  and  if  occafion  be,  I’ll  give 
it  under  my  hand. 

Sir  Samp,  How  now  ? 

Fal,  Sir,  I’m  come  to  acknowledge  my  errom,  and  afk 
your  pardon. 

Sir  Samp.  ’iVhat,  have  you  found  your  lenfes  at  lafl 
then?  in  good  time,  Sir. 

Fdh  You  were  abufed,  Sir,  I  never  was  diftracled. 

Fore.  How  !  not  mad  !  ‘IMr.  Scandal. 

Scan,  No  really,  Sir  ;  I’m  his  wltiiefs,  it  was  all  coun¬ 
terfeit. 

f^al.  I  thought  I  had  reafons - but  it  was  a  poor  con¬ 

trivance  }  the  efted  has  fliewn  it  fuch. 
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Sir  Samp,  Contrivance,  what  to  cheat  me  ?  to  cheat 
,  your  father  !  firrah,  could  you  hope  to  profper  ? 

ral.  Indeed,  I  thought,  Sir,  when  the  father  endea¬ 
voured  to  undo  the  fon,  it  vVas  a  reafonable  return  of  na¬ 
ture. 

Sir  Samp.  Very  good,  Sir - -Mr.  Buckram,  are  you 

ready  - — come,  Sir,  will  you  fign  and  feal  ? 

ral,.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir  ;  buthrft  I  would  alk  this  lady 

onequeilion.  ,  ,  ,  ^ 

Sir  Samp,  Sir,  you  muft  alk  me  leave  firlt ;  that  lady  ? 
No,  Sir ;  you  fliall  alk  that  lady  no  queftions,  ’till  you 
have  aiked  her  bleffiog.  Sir;  that  lady  is  to  be  my 

Fal.  I  have  heard  as  much,  Sir ;  but  I  wou  d  have  it 

from  her  own  mouth. 

Sir  Samp.  That’s  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  he,  Sir,  and  you 
.  don’t  believe  what  I  fay. 

Val,  Pardon  me.  Sir,  but  I  reflea  that  I  very  lately 
counterfeited  raadnefs  ;  I  don’t  know  but  the  frolick  may 

go  round.  ''*■  ^  ,  r 

Sir  Samp,  Come,  chuck,  fatisfyhim,  anfwerliim  ; - - 

-.come,  come,  Mr,  Buckram,  the  pen  and  ink. 

Buckr.  Here  it  is,  Sir,  with  the  deed,  all  is  ready. 

.  [Valentine^m  to  Angelica. 

■  Jf.  ’Tis  true,  you  have  a  great  while  pretended  love 
■tome;  nay,  what  if  you  were  fincere  ?  Still  you  mufl 
pardon  me,  if  I  think  my  own  inclinations  have  abetter 
4fight  to  difpofe  of  my  perfon,  than  yours.  ^ 

Sir  Samp.  Are  you  anfwer’d  now.  Sir  ? 

Fal.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Sartp,  Where’s  your  plot.  Sir,  and  your  contrivance 
.now,  Sir  r  Will  you  fign.  Sir  ?  Come,  will  you  fign  and 
feal? 

Val,  With  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

Scan,  ’Sdeath,  youare  not  mad  indeed,  to  ruin  your- 

felf?  .  ,  _  ,  ,  j 

Val,  I  have  been  dlfappqmted  of  my  only  hope  ;  and 

,he  that  Idfes  hope  maj-’  part  with  any  thing.  I  never 
valued  fortune,  but  as  it  wasfubfervient  to  my  pleafure  ; 
and  iny  only  pleafure  was  to  pleafe  this  lady  :  I  have 
made  many  vain  attempts,  and  find  at  laft  that  nothing 
but  my  ruin  can  effedf  it ;  which,  for  that  reafon,  I  will 
fign  to - Give  me  the  paper. 


^ An^,  Generous  Valentine. 
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Biich-,  Here  is  the  deed,  Sir. 

JBuckr ,  Sir  Sampfon,  you  hsv'e  it 
_Jng  No,  I  have  it ;  and  I’ll  ufe'  it,  as  I  wou’d  every 
t  img  that  IS  an  enemy  to  Valentine.  {Tears  the  paper. 

Fal,  Ha !  ' 

Ang,  Had  I  the  world  to  give  you,  it  cou’d  not  make 
me  worthy  of  fo  generous  and  faithful  a  paffion  :  here’s 
my  hand,  my  heart  was  always  yours,  and  ftruggled  very 
hard  to  make  this  utmofl  trial  of  your  virtue.  ^ 

jr  7  x>  ..  in  ,  Valentine. 

Between  pleafure  and  amazement,  I  am  loft— But 
on  my  knees  I  take  the  blelling. 

S/r  Samp,  Oons,  what’s  the  meaning  of  this  ^ 

Ben.  Mefs  here’s  the  wind  changed  again.  Father,  you 

and  I  may  make  a  voyage  together  now.  ^ 

^  I’ave  played  you  a 
trick.  III  advife  you  how  you  may  avoid  fuch  another. 
Learn  to  be  a  good  father,  or  you’ll  never  get  a  fecond 
wife.  I  a, ways  loved  your  foil,  and  hated  yfur  unforgiv. 
ing  nature._  I  was  refolved  to  try  him  to  the  utmoll  • 

I  have  tried  you  too,  and  know  you  both.  You  have 
not  more  faults  than  he  has  virtues;’  and  it  is  hardly 
more  pieafure  to  me,  that  I  can  nwke  him  and  myfeJ 
happy,  than  that  I  can  piinifiiyou, 

/'■  «/.  ;  L' my  happinefs  coil’d  receive  addition,  this  kind 

furpnze  wou  d  make  it  double.’ 

SirSa777p,  Oon’s,  you’re  a  crocodile. 

Fore,  Really,  Sir  Sampfon,  this  is  a  fudden  eclipfe. 

Sir,  Sa7^p,  You  re  an  illiterate  old  fool,  and  I’m  ano- 
thei,  the  Jiai-s  ai'c.  hars^  and  if  I  had  breath,  Pd  curfe  timn 

andjou,  7nyfelfand  all  the  ^vorld :  zounds,  to  bethus  euWd 
^Momanboldd,  I han' t patience,  ti  I  dy 

T  .o'"  r  diforder  for  w^ant  of  a  wife 

1  can  rparc  him  mine.  ^ 

^r  Samp,  Co7ifowtdyou  andyour  ^vife  together  /  {Exit 

../£„wr 

v"";  ■i.'.l'r;;: 

rant  mill, ike - -You  fee.  Sir,  my  matter  was  never 

mhLdfc?"^  ^  like  it —Then  how  could  it  be 
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VaL  Tattle,  I  thank  you,  you  would  have  interpofed 
between  me  and  heaven  ;  but  providence  laid  purgatory 

in  your  way - -You  have  but  juftice. 

‘  Scan,  I  hear  the  fiddles  that  Sir  Sampfon  provided  for 

*  his  own  wedding  j  methinks  it  is  a  pity  they  fliould  not 
‘  be  employed,  when  the  match  is  fo  much  mended.  Val, 
‘  though  it  be  morning  we  may  have  a  dance. 

‘  Val,  Any  thing,  my  friend,  every  thing  that  looks 
‘  like  joy  and  tranfport. 

‘  Scan,  Call  them,  Jeremy. 

‘  Ang,  I  have  done diflembling now,  Valentine;  and  if 

*  that  coldnefs,  which  I  have  always  worn  before  you, 
‘  fliould  turn  to  an  extreme  fondnefs,  you  mull  not  fufpedt 

it. 

‘  Val,  I’ll  prevent  that  fufpicion  -——for  I  intend  to 
^  love  to  that  immoderate  degree,  that  your  fondnefs  fliall 
‘  never  didinguifli  itfelf  enough  to  be  taken  notice  of.  If 

*  ever  you  feem  to,  love  too  much,  it  mufl:  be  only  wh^n  I 
‘  can’t  love  enough. 

‘  Ang,  Have  a  care  of  proinlfes :  you  know  you  are 

*  apt  to  run  more  in  debt  than  you  are  able  to  pay. 

‘  Val.  Therefore  I  yield  my  body  as  yourprifoner,  and 

*  make  your  beft  on’t, 

‘  Scan,  The  mulick  flays  for  you.’  \^Dance, 

Scan,  Well,  Madam,  you  have  done  exemplary  juilice, 
in  punifliing  an  inhuman  father,  and  rewarding  a  faithful 
lover  ;  but  there  is  a  third  good  work,  which  I,  in  parti¬ 
cular,  mud  thank  you  for  ;  I  was  an  infidel  to  your  fex, 
and  you  have  converted  me — ‘For  now  I  am  convinced 
that  all  women  are  not  like  fortune,  blind  in  bellowing 
favours,  either  on  thofe  who  do  not  merit,  or  who  do  not 
want  fliem. 

Ang.  ’Tis  an  unreafonable  accufation,  that  you  lay 
upon  our  fex :  you  tax  us  with  injuflice,  only  to  cover 
your  own  want  of  merit.  ‘  You  would  all  have  thereward 
‘  of  love  ;  but  few  have  the  conflancy  to  Hay  till  it  be- 
‘  comes  your  due.  Men  are  generally  hyj)ocrites  and  in- 
*  fidels ;  they  pretend  to  worfliip,  but  have  neither  zeal 
‘  1^,01*  faith  how  few,  like  Valentine,  would  ‘  perfevere 
*■  even  to  martyrdom,  and’ facriticev  their  interefl  to  their 
conflancy  !  In  admiring  me,  you  miTplace  the  novelty. 
The  miracle  to-day  is,  that  we  find 
A  lover  true  :  not  that  a  woman’s  kind. 
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Spoken  at  the  Opening  of  the  New  Houfe* 
By.  Mrs.  BRACEGIRDLE. 


ace 


OURE  prcvidczce  at  frfl  dejignd  this  pi 
^  To  he  the  player  s  refuge  it:  difirefs  j 
For  jiiliin  every  Jiortr.y  they  ail  run  hither ^ 

As  to  a  ped,  that pields  them  from  the  voeatber. 

But  thinking  of  this  change  ivhich  !af  hefcl  nSy 
It's  likevukat  I  have  heard  our  poets  tell  us  : 

For  when  behind  our  feencs,  their  Juits  are  pleadings 
To  help  their  hvoy  jemetimes  they  jhevo  their  reading  { 

A’  d  wanting  ready  cap  to  pay  for  hearts y 
They  top  their  learning  on  us.  and  their  parts. 

Once  cf  philosophers  they  tcld  us  ^orieSy 

Whsmy  as  I  think,  they  call'd - B y—-T ythagoriesy 

I'm  fure'tis  feme  fuch  Latin  name  they  give  'emy 
And  we,  who  know  ns  better,  mujl  believe  'em, 

Flow  to  thefe  men  (fay  they )  fuch  fouls  were  giv'ety 
That  after  death  ne'er  went  to  hell,  nor  heav'n. 

But  liv'd,  1  know  not  how,  in  beafis  j  'and  then 
When  many  years  were  pafi,  in  men  again, 

Methinks,  we  play'rs  refemble  fuch  a  foul, 

S  hat  does  from  bodies,  we  from  houfes  firolf 
Thus  Arijiotle's  foul,  of  old  that  was. 

May  novo  be  damn  d  to  animate  an  afs  j 
Or  in  this  very  kcufe,  for  ought  we  know, 

Is  doing  painful  penance  in  fotne  beau  : 

And  thus,  our  audience,  which  did  once  refort 
To  fhining  theatres  to  fee  our  fport, 

Flow  find  us  tofs'd  into  a  Tennis-Court, 

Thefe  walls  hut  t'other  day  were  fill'd  with  noife 
Of  roa>  ing  gamrfiers,  and  your  dammee  boys  j 
Then  hounding  balls  and  rackets  they  encompafi. 

And  ntno  they'  re  fill' d  with  jefis  andfiighrs,  and  hovihafi  ! 
J  vow,  I  don  t  much  like  this  tranfinigration. 

Strolling  ft  ora  place  to  place,  by  circulation. 

Grant,  heav'n,  we  don't  return  to  ourfirfi  fiation, 

I  know  not  what  thefe  think,  hut  for  my  part, 

I  can't  reflebi  without  an  aking  heart. 

How  wc poll'd  end  in  our  original,  a  cart. 

Put  we  cant  fear,  Jiuce  you're  fo  good  to  faveus. 

That  you  have  only  fet  us  up,  to  leave  us. 

Thus  from  thepafi,  ’tue  hope  for  future  grace, 

I  beg  it - - 

And  fame  here  know  I  have  a  hegglng  face. 

Then  py  ay  eentinue  this  your  kind  behaviour. 

For  aclear  fiage  wont  do,  without  your  favour. 


